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Dave isn't sure if he's hallucinating when he spots James at the other end of the bar. Is it even him? He sees 


blonde hair spilling over a tattered leather jacket, just like the one James would wear on chilly evenings. 


He thinks, for a second, that maybe he's passed his alcohol tolerance, that maybe he's delusional and his mind 
is so desperate and miserable that he's imagining his former bandmate in an attempt to feel something other 
than the ever present feeling of failure. It's happened before, it wasn't a rare occurrence for his mind to 


occasionally confuse lanky long-haired blondes for him, even while he was sober. 


Dave realizes he isn't hallucinating when the man he'd been staring at turns around and it is James and he's 


staring back at him with the same bewilderment he feels. It's like a sobering splash of cold water when his 


mind processes the fact that for once in the past three months, it hadn't deluded itself into pathetic fantasies. 
I's really James this time. 


He wonders if James is going to do anything now that he's spotted him. He was never one to pick a fight, or 
speak unprompted even, except when he was with Dave. Dave realizes he isn't sure if there's nothing left to be 
said or done or if there's too much of it to even begin to process it. He wonders, though, if he still hates him 
as much as Dave hates him, if he still thinks about the last time they saw each other and if he still hears his 
last words echo around his mind in the dark on the nights when his last companion left is an empty vodka 


bottle. 


James stands up too suddenly and Dave has the sobering realization that he's walking towards him. He only has 
a second to straighten up before James reaches him and silently sits on the stool besides him, his eyes 
immediately gluing to the table. Typical James, Dave thinks, he hasn't changed a bit. 


"Here to terrorize me, Hetifled?" Dave sneers as he realizes that James isn't going to be the first to speak. 


James doesn't say anything in return, he simply continues to stare at the table and hunches his back. Dave 
has always told him that he'd end up with a hunchback when he got older if he kept doing that but James 


never listened. As the silence persists, Dave sighs loudly. 


"What do you want? Don't you have a show you should be practicing for?" He asks bitterly. His leg begins to 
bounce and Dave isn't sure if its the sudden wave of anxiety or the bothersome itch urging him to reach for 
another drink 


James finally turns to face him and Dave was definitely not prepared for the moment their eyes met. The last 
time he had been this close to him was that last time in New York when he woke up to Lars yapping at him 


with his ratty suitcase in his hand and James besides him, arms crossed and his face traitorously stoic. 


Now, that he wasn't standing in Lars' shadow, he could almost see the regret in his eyes. He could almost look 
past all the hurt and bitterness and honest-to-god fury that had been brewing inside of Dave since the 


betrayal and he could almost see James again. His James. 


"You're still a drunk, aren't you?" James finally says, looking at him straight in the eyes with the same 
expression from New York. Dave's face falls immediately and he feels his cheeks flush with anger again. He 
almost scoffs at himself for being stupid enough to believe for even a second that James was anything but 
Lars' lapdog. Dave turns away from him and downs the rest of his beer and then slams the glass on the table. 


"And you're still Lars’ little bitch?" He snaps back. James looks taken back, probably still too blind to recognize 


how deep into the Dane's claws he was. 


"Your behavior wasn't Lars’ fault." James replies after a moment of thought. 


"What behavior, James? Huh? Lars didn't seem to have an issue with ‘my behavior’ when | beat the shit out 

of Anselmo for him! He didn't seem to have an issue with ‘my behavior’ when he was near passed out and stil 
asking me to hand him another beer! He only had an issue with ‘my behavior’ when you started to spend more 
time with me. You can't possibly be that stupid?" Dave scoffs incredulously and he doesn't realize how loud his 


voice had become until he sees the cautious glances of people around them. He leers sheepishly at them. 
James stares at him, wide eyed and somehow his face still emotionally devoid. 
"You're not doing this, Dave, not here." James finally says. Dave wants to laugh at that. 


"Right. Well, if you don't want to listen to me what are you doing here?" He asks, grabbing his beer and huffing 


when he remembers it's empty. 


James's face becomes troubled again and he opens his mouth to speak but he's interrupted before he has the 


chance. 


"Hey James, are you- oh!" A quieter voice, very mouse-like, Dave thinks, interrupts the tension. Dave looks up, 


anger quickly and unreasonably rising in him but it subsides into a startled jolt as he sees who it is. 


Kirk Hammett is looking at him with unease. His eyes are somehow rounder than they are in the pictures he's 
seen but Dave supposes it's partly due to the surprise. Kirk is quick to compose himself and he offers a polite 


smile. 


"Dave Mustaine, right?" He says, extending a hand out to him in greeting. Dave rolls his eyes and scowls. He 
almost can't believe his audacity, but that must be why James and Lars chose him. He seems mellow and he's 


definitely a pushover - Dave can already picture the puppet show he'll surely make of him. 


"Don't bother with him." James sighs and gently lowers Kirk's arm. Kirk's smile becomes forced as he 


awkwardly nods and stands behind James. 


"Well, I'm heading back to the hotel if you're ready to go." Kirk speaks hesitantly. James stands up in response, 
offering his bandmate a quick nod. 


"Let's go before Cliff leaves." He says, turning to Kirk and patting his shoulder. 


Dave watches the friendly exchange between them, the way James’ features become softer around Kirk and 
how the tension in his posture dissipates. Looking at them, Dave becomes aware of the jealousy he feels. It's 
subtle, cloaked in anger and bitterness, but he feels it underneath his skin clawing away at his sanity. 


"It was nice meeting you." Kirk turns tentatively towards him again, his voice irritatingly saccharine to Dave's 
ears. Dave feels his sudden jealousy become dangerous and he knows that if it weren't for his empty beer 


bottle, he might have pounced on kirk right then and there. 


"Don't overdo it Tonight, Mustaine." James’ voice is stern, its unnerving in the same way it was in New York 
Dave frowns, not bothering to answer them and instead watches theas they hurry away from him, quickly 


engaging in conversation. 


When James and Kirk disappear behind the door, Dave feels that sharp kind of heartbreak for the second time 
that year. He feels it through his whole body as if there was ice coursing through his veins and freezing him 

in time. He supposes he /s frozen in time, in that April morning in some grotty Brooklyn motel, and he has been 
all these months. He catches himself thinking that it should've been him walking out of this bar with James by 


his side. 


When you follow the strange trails 


The cold air hits them immediately and it feels sobering and irritating at the same time. James wraps his 
jacket tighter around his body but he still feels shivers running up his skin and he curses himself for not 
wearing something thicker. Kirk. however, is wearing a long sleeve under his leather jacket so he doesn't seem 
as disturbed by the cold. 

"You sure Cliff wasn't inside?" Kirk asks as they fail to spot him out by the door. James shakes his head. 

"He said he was going out for a smoke." He recalls. "I'll go look in the back, you stay here." 

James staggers around the building but only finds a few kids by the back door passing around a blunt. He 
contemplates asking them if they've seen his friend but their voices are too loud and they don't even seem to 
be fully aware of his presence. He sighs and walks back around the bar to where Kirk is keeping lookout. 


"Any luck?" He asks and James shakes his head. 


"Wasn't he talking to some chick earlier? I'll bet you he took her home." James shrugs, part of him believing 
his own words but the other part of him just wanted to get as far away from Dave and the bar as possible. 


"Yeah, maybe." He hesitates at first, reluctant to leave without Cliff but he figures James knows better. 

"Well, good for him." Says James, indifference lacing his words. He just wants to get to their room already, 
away from this shitty bar, and away from Dave and the disquietude that always came with him. "Let's get out 
of here, Cliffs a big boy, he can handle himself." 

"Alright" Kirk shrugs and follows James down Post street. 


"Are you okay?" Kirk asks meekly as they begin their way back to the Civic Inn. 


"Yeah." James grunts, shoving his hands into his pockets and glancing up at the street signs. They are still six 


blocks away from the motel and with Kirk's slow pace, James knows it might as well be ten. 

"He was.. nice." Kirk says casually, toying with the tattered ends of his jacket. 

"You don't have to sugarcoat it" James scoffs and his bandmate simply shrugs in return. 

Kirk was a force of nature on stage - wild and beautiful and untamable, bucking to the beat of his guitar - 
but when he got off that stage, Kirk became mellow and sweet and James was sure no stranger would ever 


think him capable of shredding the angry melodies that he did. Its part of what intrigues him about Kirk, part 
of why he and Lars were bursting with glee that first time they jammed with him in California. Kirk wasn't 


violent nor was he volatile and unhinged. He was nothing like Dave, in fact, he was a complete antithesis to him. 


He was a breath of fresh air. 


"What were you two talking about?" Kirk asks after a stretched silence and James freezes. He wasn't expecting 
Kirk to bring him up again, it's too bold of a move for him. But maybe Kirk didn't see it that way, he didn't 
know the uncertainty brewing inside of James at that very moment and he didn't know the complex history he 
has with Dave. Lars and him had made sure to keep any conversation, besides crude jokes, involving their ex 
guitarist to mere whispers in the hush of night. Kirk was never involved and Cliff simply stayed out of their 


drama so there was no way he'd ever find out much about their difficult relationship through him. 


"Nothing." James says. Were he sober, he might've tried to fabricate some little white lie about his brief 
conversation with Dave but the wind begins to pick up and his fingers start to lose feeling, so all he wants to 


do is get to the motel. 


"Was he trying to stir up shit?" Kirk asks. That's the only thing he was aware of - Dave's anger issues, the 


way he'd get intoxicated and become a violent mess with the temper of a wild beast. 


"No." James mumbles, praying that Kirk would just drop the subject already and maybe walk faster so they 


could escape the damned cold. 
"Oh." Kirk seems to understand and he quickly changes the subject. "It's pretty cold, huh?" 
Well no shit, James thinks but he doesn't say it. "Yeah. We're only a few more blocks away." 


A silence falls for the next few minutes as they continue down Post street. The wind begins to pick up speed, 
pushing their hair into their faces and tugging at the edges of their jackets. 


"Wish | had a hair tie" Kirk comments and James grunts out a chuckle in reply. He glances at kirk, only a step 
or two behind him, and he finds himself admiring him - the way his hair becomes fuzzy at the slightest 
breeze of wind, the way his nose scrunches as he swats at the messy strands and the way he catches James 
looking at him and offers him a warm smile. James looks away, grateful that his cheeks are flushed with the 


cold. 


He's relieved when they turn the corner of Ellis and the motel comes into view. They only walked for ten 
minutes but he already feels the drunken haze dissipate with the harsh air. With that, he also feels the 
headache coming soon and for a moment, he's thankful he gets to room with Kirk tonight since he always 
complains about the light being on when he tries to sleep. James doesn't mind the light when he sleeps, but 


when he's coming down from his inebriated state of mind, he absolutely despises it. 


They soon reach the motel room, their room luckily being on the first floor next to the management office, 


and James practically shoves the key into the lock and pushes the door open. 


"Fucking finally." He utters under his breath and doesn't even wait for Kirk to close the door before he begins 
stripping off his clothes, tossing them on the shabby countertop next to a box of kleenex. Kirk locks the door 
and then turns on the dingy lamp on the nightstand that casts a flickering yellow tone on the room. 


"Well, I'm beat" Kirk says, peeling off his jacket and setting it against the chair by his bed. As opposed to 
James, he takes his time undressing, pulling off his jeans and shirt and then pulling on an ugly old sweatshirt 
that reached just above his thighs. 


‘lm turning off the lights, okay?" Kirk asks with a yawn. 


"Yeah." James mumbles, not really caring for the shitty lamp light. Kirk clicks it off and the room becomes 
dark, only a silver shadow from the window illuminating the floor besides James' bed. James hears Kirk rustle 
the sheets on his bed before he settles in and becomes quiet. He tries to do the same, tosses the covers over 


his sore body and he shuts his eyes but the minutes pass and James' mind only becomes more tireless. 


He tries everything, he even counts sheep but his mind bores right before the twentieth one and he's left 
more restless than before. James didn't think it could get worse but then, his mind begins to wander. At first, 
he thinks about his day - the conversation with Lars this morning about the tour, the waitress at the burger 
place who smiled at him coyly, Kirk and Cliff dragging him to the dive bar on Sutter street. Its mundane and 
boring and then his mind shifts to Dave Mustaine and suddenly it isn't mundane aymore. 


James squirms at the sudden thoughts and pulls the covers tighter around his body. That helps him 
sometimes, when he has those recurring nightmares about his father, but it doesn't help him from picturing 
Dave's face again in that shitty bar. Dave sitting there, staring at him with some twisted sort of longing in his 
eyes that only solidified when James downed the rest of his beer and stumbled over to him. Why did he even 
do that? He hadn't had that much to drink compared to other times, hell, he was even able to lead Kirk and 
himself back to their motel room without even taking one wrong turn. He feels sick. He wants to stop thinking 


about Dave but his mind is relentless. 


James turns again, this time shoving the top blanket off his body as the heater becomes overbearing. He finds 
himself wondering if Dave is still at the bar, if he's past his tolerance by now and maybe even facedown on 
the counter or outside on the dirty concrete. He remembers his question then, Dave asking him why he even 
went over to talk to him, and James still isn't sure why. In his drunken haze, he knew he missed him. He 
missed those late nights in the garage, those mornings waking up hungover and Dave handing him a mug of tap 
water, them both heading to the nearest breakfast joint and laughing at their antics. He missed his friendship 


and he missed his Dave. 


He ends up laying on his back staring at the black ceiling above him. James becomes submissive to his mind 
and he doesn't try to stop the racing thoughts anymore. He needs to see him again, he doesn't know yet what 
he will say, but he knows his mind won't stop itching until he sees him again. But James isn't sure if Dave 
wants to see him again, he's still bitter and hurt and rightfully so. Quite frankly, James expected the first 
time he'd see Dave again to be more violent. He expected accusations and screaming and throwing and maybe 


even some punches too if it got intense. But he got a somber Dave, a defeated man who looked at him with 


anger but it was a wilted anger that made James uneasy. He feels guilt now, guilt for the way he treated Dave 
like nothing else but a disposable plan ready to be tossed out at the first inconvenience. They didn't even give 
him a second chance, much less a warning before he was on that bus back to California. 


Kirk stirs in his sleep and James almost jumps as he's snapped out of his thoughts. He glances over to his 
bandmate's smaller body buried among the sheets and he feels conflicted He appreciates Kirk, he really does. 
He knows that he's the best option for Metallica, and Metallica always comes first for them, but he also 
misses Dave. James frowns, feeling even more guilt as he watches Kirk, how his body rises and falls gently 


with his breaths. 


If he could learn to live his life after all the suffering he went through with his parents, James decides he can 
learn to live without Dave. With that thought, James feels his mind finally succumb to exhaustion and to a 


dreamless slee 


When you had not touched me yet 


The air is heavy with the smell of booze, weed and sweat. There's also a hint of smoke that mixes in 
masterfully with everything else and makes the whole scene almost surreal. James is screeching out lyrics, 
thrashing his head wildly as the crowd roars his words back to him. He hears Lars mess up a beat but it 
doesn't matter to him, it only makes everything more raw and James is absolutely living for it. Cliff is to the 
right of him, banging his head and tapping his foot while his fingers fly across the bass skillfully. And Kirk is 
next to him, his hot shoulder pressed to his arm, his head almost laying on his shoulder as he belts out 
frenzied sixteenth notes and he's completely lost in the music. James shrieks out the last lyric to Metal Militia 
and pushes back against Kirk as they ride out the final chords together. 


Its sublime, ethereal even, watching the 600 or so kids crowding the venue and banging their heads all in sync, 
screaming for more as the final wail of their guitars ring out. James scans the crowd, giving them a 

mischievous grimace as they continue to scream their heads off. He feels Kirk breathing hard against his body 
and he realizes then how hard fast his heart is thumping and how insanely captivated he feels at that moment. 
Kirk peels himself away from him and steps forward to engage the crowd a moment longer and tosses out his 
pick to some lucky kid in the second row. He then glances back at him, his face covered in sweat and beaming a 


smile and James realizes he never wants to do anything else in his life other than this. 


The moment ends too soon, Kirk and Lars and Cliff join him in the center of the stage and they wrap their 
arms around each other's shoulders giving a final wave to the audience before jogging off the stage. James 
can still hear the crowd screaming excitedly when they reach the dingy backstage and he finds himself craving 
the noise again. The screams are quickly replaced by Lars and Kirk's excited chatter when they enter the tiny 


room and spot a case of beers by the spare amp. 
"Fuck yeah!" Lars grins and quickly rushes across the room and grabs a beer, handing another one to Kirk. 


"Want one, James?" Cliff asks as he grabs one from Lars’ hand. James wants it, his tired brain craves it, but 
he then feels the uncanny post-show sadness begin to settle in and suddenly he feels uncomfortably hot and 
overwhelmed. Lars’ voice begins to irritate him and he just wants to be away from them and away from the 


commotion if only for a moment. 
"Thanks, man" He accepts the beer, "I'm gonna get some fresh air, I'll be back" 


"Kay." Cliff mutters before turning to Lars and Kirk and listening in to whatever Lars was yapping about now. 
James meanwhile quietly slips out of the room and follows the long hallway to a rusty door that takes him 
outside. 


He finds himself in a quiet lot with overgrown bushes lining the edges and the backside of an apartment 
building enclosing the space. James strolls over to the far end wall and leans against it, opening the can of 
lukewarm beer and taking a swig. It feels soothing against his throat and his mind instantly feels comforted by 
the amber liquid. He glances up and sees the Transamerica pyramid lit up in the sky among the array of stars. 


James closes his eyes as the light becomes irritating and he swallows the rest of the beer and then tosses it 
to the ground. 


With the background hum of the busy Broadway street and the dull buzz from the beer, James’ mind relaxes 
and the peculiar sadness he felt earlier dissipates almost entirely. He sighs deeply and leans further into the 
wall when he hears unsteady footsteps approaching him. James sighs, slightly irritated that the tranquil 
atmosphere is gone and he opens his eyes expecting to see Kirk or Cliff stumbling his way to coax him into a 
party or maybe even another bar. 


James opens his mouth, ready to complain to whoever came out to pester him, but whatever he was planning 


to say dies before it reaches his throat. 


Dave Mustaine is very abruptly in front of him, reeking of alcohol and bitter self pity. James blinks, unable to 
really say or think anything for a second while he takes in the scene before him. 


"Hetfield" Dave sneers. "What, they kick you out too?" He huffs out what sounds like a choked laugh. 


"Fuck you doing here, Dave?" James frowns, thinking that the last thing he wants to do right now is deal with 
Dave's drunken pity party. 


Dave looks at him for a second too long that James starts to think he might be jacked up on something other 
than booze but then Dave huffs and tosses himself against the wall besides James. 


"Nice fucking show." He slurs, his voice a low growl. 


"You watched it?" James asks, his curiosity suddenly piqued that maybe, after all these months, Dave is finally 


ready to move on. 


"Heard it from the bar next door. You're some loud motherfuckers, you know that?" He scoffs and the 


bitterness is once again suffocating in his tone. 
"Thanks." James replies dully, deciding that Dave simply wanted to pick a fight, just like he always does. A 
silence falls between them and Dave drinks the rest of the murky liquid from his bottle and then turns to him 


again. 


"Your new guitarist is shit." He jeers. James turns to him and he's almost saddened by the ugly twisted scorn 
on his face. 


"Hm." He crosses his arms, waiting for Dave to get it out of his system. 


"And Lars, he's shitty as ever. Maybe you did me a favor getting me away from that." Dave continues to 


ramble and James can smell the alcohol lacing his breath. 


"Okay." He sighs and Dave's frown settles in deeper into the crevices of his face. 


"And you, you sound like shit, Hetfield. A fucking chick could do it better than you. " He sneers, swaying closer 


to James. 
"You done?" James asks but Dave ignores him. 


‘| mean, what the fuck was that shitty version of The Mechanix? ‘The Four Horsemen’? Seriously? You steal 
my fucking song and then butcher it like that? Fuck you man" Dave is now too close to James with his pointer 
finger digging into his shirt and his ratty bangs falling over his eyes. 


"You done?" James asks through gritted teeth and he holds Dave's defiant stare, determined to show him that 
he isn't backing away and that he isn't intimidated by him and his reckless drunken nonsense. 


"Of course." Dave laughs breathily and shakes his head, "You think I'm crazy. You think l'm this insane, bitter 
psycho and you're Mr. perfect with no fault of his own. You didn't even give me a second chance, James, not 


even a fucking warning!" 
"lim not in the fucking mood for this, Dave. Its been months, get over it" James scoffs. Dave laughs again. 


"You're not in the fucking mood. Hal You have everything, James, you have Lars and Cliff and you have our 
songs and now you have a record label and this tour. And what do | have? A fucking rat infested apartment 
and fifty dollars to my name." Dave spits and suddenly, a pang of guilt hits James. 


He often thought about Dave, he spoke about it initially to Lars when the wound was still fresh and when 
James would still wake up from a hangover expecting to see Dave leaning over the counter with a beer in his 
hand. But Lars always told him that what happened with Dave was necessary, it was hard but it was what was 
best for the band and then their success with the album soothed whatever doubts James had initially. But 


now, watching Dave absolutely losing his mind in front of him, James wonders if it really was for the better. 


"And you're not gonna fucking say anything. Lars is really rubbing off on you, ain't he?" Dave says defeatedly 
and he allows his hand to fall to his side. 


"What do you want me to say?" James asks somberly as he feels the incandescence begin to fade away from 


Dave's body. 
"Do you regret it?" Dave asks, turning fully to James and leaning the right side of his body against the wall. 


"Dave.." James hesitates, he doesn't know what Dave wants to hear and he doesn't even know what he wants 


to say to him. 


"Answer me, James, goddammit" Dave snaps and James swears he sees his eyes begin to water. 


"|," James begins and for some reason he glances at Dave's lips. He realizes how close they are, how he can 
feel the heat emitting from Dave's skin and how he can smell the spilled Jagermeister on his leather jacket 
mixing with the beer on his breath. 


It takes Dave a moment but he notices the way James is looking at him, his eyes following his lips and his own 
lips parting softly. Dave furrows his eyebrows and James' gaze flicker back up to his eyes and he looks hazy 
and conflicted. Dave mirrors him and he glances at his lips and then back at his eyes and inches himself closer 
to James. James doesn't pull away, he stays frozen and his gaze is fixed on his mouth. Dave pushes further 
and he's only centimeters away from closing in the space between them. James' breath catches in his throat 
and he instinctively closes his eyes as Dave's nose touches his. He burns with doubt and fear but the 
anticipation overshadows everything and thats enough for him to test the waters. 


James thinks he's going to feel Dave press against him but he hears the jarring sound of the back door 
opening instead and both he and Dave snap out of the daze and turn towards the door. It opens fully a second 
later and Cliff walks through it, cursing at its heaviness. James pushes himself as far away from Dave as he 
can manage before Cliff looks up at them like a deer in headlights. 


"Dave?" He asks, more curiosity than malice in his voice. "What're you doing here?" 


James turns to look at Dave and finds his face drained of any color, pale as the full moon above them. Dave 


awkwardly crosses his arms and steps towards Cliff. 

"Nothing. Good show." Dave says to him before slipping past Cliff without offering James a second look. Cliff 
turns around and watches him leave through a shielded stairway among the bushes and then turns back to 
James. 

"What was Dave doing here?" He asks as he examines James’ agitated demeanor. 

"He just wanted to stir shit up, you know Dave." James lies and he knows instantly that Cliff isn't buying it. 


"Hm. At least he didn't start throwing punches." Cliff says, noting that James is scuff free. 


"Yeah." James nods sheepishly. "Don't tell Lars he was here, you know how he gets about Dave." He shoots Cliff 


a cautious look and the bassist nods in agreement. 


"Yup. Dave was never here as far as | know.’ He says nonchalantly and then leans against the wall besides 


James. 
"What did you come out there for?" James asks, anxious to change the subject. 
"Oh! Wanted to ask if you wanna go with us to a party on Stockton" Cliff explains and then he glances over at 


him, "But maybe we should just hang here for a bit" He suggests and extends his palm offering James a 
cigarette. James takes it gratefully. 


"Thanks, man" He nods in appreciation and lifts up the end of the stick for Cliff to light it. 


"Course." Cliff says before remaining silent. James manages to smile. Cliff always understood him, he always 
understood his need for silence and he always respected it. He takes a long drag of the cigarette and sighs. It 
calms his jittery pulse swiftly and he feels stable enough to push away any thoughts of Dave and the events 
that transpired earlier for the sake of his sanity. He can dwell on whatever the hell just happened whenever 


the booze wears off, he thinks to himself. 


And many men have died trekking up that way 


James wakes up with a terrible hangover on the fifth day of his bender. He instinctively reaches his hand to 
the closest surface to him, which happens to be the coffee table, and his fingers search for a bottle or a can 
or maybe even a box of cigarettes. He doesn't find anything and he forces himself to lift his face off the sofa 
and instantly, he's assaulted with bright sunlight that makes everything so much worse. 


"Wake up, sunshinel"He hears Lars' grating voice and it comes at him like a thousand bricks. James can't even 
begin to identify where exactly he, or Lars for that matter, is when Lars has the audacity to jump up and 
start clapping around the living room while he begins to hum along to that new pop song he heard on the radio 


the other day. 


James groans. How the hell is Lars so good and dandy? He swears he remembers him chugging a bottle of 
Jaegermeister, nursing it until it was empty and he was curled into himself in a slumber. But now, Lars is 
circulating the living room, searching for something among the piles of clothing and the various pieces of 
equipment around them. Maybe that memory wasn't from last night, or maybe Lars is just a complete 
madman with more desire to hear his own voice than to recover from what might be a nasty headache if 


James recalls his activities correctly. 


"Fuck off, Lars." James scowls and he shoves his face into the sofa again, using its shabby pillow to press 
against his ears and block out the Dane's horrid joy. 


"Get up, James. It's bright and early on a Monday morning!" Lars exclaims as he stands in front of him, 
temporarily blocking out some of the sun from his body. James curls further into himself, hugging his knees 


and wishing that the world would just swallow him whole. 


"Ugh. Get me a beer first." James groans still pressed to the pillow. He can hear Lars tapping his foot 
impatiently and he can vividly imagine him crossing his arms as he looks down at him with self-righteous 


disapproval. 


"That's enough, James. You don't want to end up like Mustaine, do you?" Lars' voice shifts and it adopts a sly 
tone. That immediately shocks something inside of James that he bolts up from the sofa and looks at Lars. 


Fine. What do you want?" James snaps and he begins to rub at his eyes as the daylight strains them. Lars 
flashes that sneaky snake-line smirk he always flashes when he gets his way. 


"The label wants to start recording the second album soon, sometime in the next few months, and we've got 
maybe one song between all the scraps. | think we need to start recording, don't you think?" Lars sits in front 
of him on the coffee stable and then looks at him with that stupid authorative look he gets when he starts 


talking business. 


"It hasn't even been one week since the tour ended. Can't we start next week?" James groans and squeezes his 


eyes shut. 


‘It has been a week! It's fucking Monday morning, James." Lars sighs loudly. He can smell the coffee on Lars’ 
breath and he can taste the alcohol on his own. 


"Why don't you bother the other guys?" James snaps. 


"Cliff is setting up the equipment. And Kirk, well, that fucker is worse than you. | couldn't even get him to wake 
up." Lars exasperates and as he notices James sagging back into the sofa, he quickly grabs his shoulders and 


shakes him. "James!" 
"Okay! Fucking hell, I'm up." He shoves Lars' hands off of him and finally looks at him. 


"Get up then," Lars begins to manhandle him again and then he stops suddenly, "and take a bath, you reek 


worse than Mustaine ever did." 


He sobers up at the mention of Dave for the second time. James knows what Lars is insinuating, you'll end up 
lke him if you keep it up, James. He knows it's just that, Lars prying on his insecurities, pushing his buttons 
until the right one pushes back. It's not like he knows about Dave's sudden appearance after their show last 
week It's not like he saw the obscene lunacy that James and Dave fell into after their brief confrontation It's 
not like he knows that James has been drinking himself to oblivion just to erase whatever memory of that 


moment he still retained. No, Lars doesn't know any of that. 


James eventually drags himself to the bathroom for a quick shower and to offer his ears some relief from 
Lars' rambling. He almost catches himself dozing off as the warm water soothes away the tension in his 
shoulders, but he then finds his mind becoming abruptly more alive. He watches lazily as the water head 
splashes against the dirty wall and James suddenly wonders how ginger hair would look against it, splayed on 
the white tile with his fist bunching up a handful of strands and holding it against the wall. He can almost feel 
the velvety texture of the hair, feel the tension as he pulls on it and the waves flatten in his hand. James 
imagines himself then, leaning in close, smelling the lavender shampoo, the delicate musky scent where the neck 
meets the jaw. He stalks closer, twirling around his fingers the soaked and now dark auburn strands, cupping 
warm supple skin and then he pulls back from the frazzled hair, the silky scent, the milky neck, and he sees 
Dave. Dave with a mischievous smile and a cocky self-satisfaction dancing in his eyes. Dave with hazy eyes and 
the most inviting lips James has ever seen. Dave with a savage glint in his eyes, ready to pull him in and 
devour whatever he can. What shocks James the most is how inviting he looks; how much James just wants to 


damn it all to hell, ignore the critics in his mind, and submerge himself with Dave. 


His forbidden fantasy is cut short as the water suddenly becomes frigid and James curses in shock and as 
quickly as it came, the daydream is pulled from right under him and Dave fades away with the water. Only as 
the shock dissipates, does James come to an alarming reality as he glances down and realizes how painfully 
hard he is. Shit. He feels the shame envelope him, like an uncomfortably warm embrace. He's thankful, if only 
for a brief second, that the hot water has run out and his body is forced to cool down. 


As soon as James exits the bathroom, hair wrapped in a towel and teeth freshly washed, he spots Kirk on the 
sofa chugging a bottle of water. Lars is nowhere to be seen and James silently feels relief. He walks over to 


the sofa and sits next to Kirk. 

"Rough night?" James teases and Kirk groans after finishing the water bottle. 

"Yeah." He says sheepishly and James can still smell the alcohol on his breath. 

"Lars wants us back in the studio already, he tell you that?" James asks. 

"Yeah. He told us last week, remember?" Kirk asks, furrowing his eyebrows in confusion. 
"What?" James pauses, "Well, he just told me this morning." 


Kirk looks at him for a long three seconds, hesitating before speaking. "No James, he told us all last week. That 
saturday? After our last gig?" 


When James looks at Kirk, he realizes he's serious, he's not fucking around with him the way Lars would do. 
But he doesn't remember, he can barely even recall bits and pieces of the last few days much less whatever 
condescending spiel Lars was going off about the day after the show. All he knows, all he can remember, is the 
pleasant feeling of numbness and the daunting memory of Dave fading away with every drink. 


"James? You alright, man?" Kirk asks after a beat of silence. James realizes he's been staring at him, somehow 


lost in his thoughts again and even in his hungover state, Kirk looks concerned. 


James fixes himself quickly. He straightens his back and wipes the bewilderment from his face. Lars’ words 
echo around his head again suddenly, You dont want to end up lke Mustaine, do you? And he doesn't, he really 


doesn't. 


"Yeah, I'm fine." James says and his voice is more stable this time. "And, | do remember now, Lars talking 


about the album and all that shit." 
"Okay." Kirk doesn't seem to believe him but he doesn't push any further for now. 


‘I'm gonna see if we have any more beer." James announces, desperate to change the subject. He jumps from 
the sofa, towel still loosely wrapped around his waist, and he stalks towards the fridge. James rummages 
through the bottles of water that he doesn't even remember having and a few cans of soda but he doesn't 
find any beer. Fuck, thinks, and he feels himself becoming restless. He doesn't want to be sober right now, he 
can't, not after last week. Kirk notices his sudden shift and he stands up and wobbles over to him, still caught 


in his own hangover. 


"Uh, James, maybe you should take it easy with the drinking for today." He says gently, pressing his hand to 
James' forearm. It feels warm, too warm, and James wants to pull away from him but at the same time he 
feels a strange kind of comfort with Kirk's skin touching his. 


"Why?" James' tone is accusatory and Kirk backs off an inch. 


"Let's focus on the album for today, alright?" He shrugs and flashes him that big, dumb, doe-eyed look he 
always seem to put on whenever he was playing peacemaker between him and Lars. "Besides, the guys from 


Anthrax are having a party on Friday." 


James perks at that. A party? That sounds nice, it gives him something to look forward to, even if he just 


came off a week-long bender. 
Fine." James gives into him and Kirk smiles meekly. 


He realizes then that Kirk's hand is still grabbing onto his arm and his nimble fingers have begun to trace little 
circles into his skin. Kirk's fingers are smaller than James’, they're thinner too and he vividly remembers 
teasing him about it a few months back while they were drinking in New York. Maybe that's part of the reason 
the caress feels oddly reassuring and why James hesitates to pull away from him. Kirk glances down to where 
James has been staring at and he abruptly pulls his fingers away as a blush creeps onto his cheeks. James 
wants to stop him, he wants to snatch his little hand back and have Kirk rub more circles into his skin until 

his anxiety is soothed away, but doesn't. Instead, he folds his hands behind his back and presses his lips into a 
stiff line. 


"Okay, uh, I'm gonna shower before Lars gets back." Kirk says, shifting on his feet. 


"Oh yeah, where the hell did Lars run off to?" James asks, hoping to at least get an idea of how long he has 
before Lars blathers another headache into him. 


"He went to the market with Cliff" He responds. James smiles in relief. Lars is picky, he's always been a spoiled 
child and the few times he went to the market with him, he always took his sweet ass time picking whatever 


seemed dignified enough for him. James on the other hand was happy with instant noodles and frozen meals. 


"Cool. Go shower, Quirk, you fucking stink, man" James playfully swats him away and Kirk rolls his eyes and 
giggles as he walks to the shower. James watches him close the door and he instantly drags himself back to 
the couch to ride out his hangover before Lars comes back. 


| Fucked With The Forces That Our Eyes Can't See 


James watches as Scott lan animatedly tells them about his conversation with Jon Zazula from Megaforce. 
He's taking large sips of his beer while he explains how Zazula is just a few pushes away from signing him to 
his label. The guys next to him offer cheerful support and Lars even pats him on the shoulder, leaving his arm 
around him as he begins to ramble on about how great it would be to tour together again. James begins to 
tune out soon enough as the conversation becomes more centered around the tour and most of the attention 


shifts over to Lars, as it always seems to do. 


It seems like hours flow by as Lars talks away their ears with everything and anything that comes to his 

mind. Scott and the guys seem to be intrigued by his words but James can't help but tune in and out of the 
conversation. It might be the lack of sleep he's gotten the past few nights or just the anxious thoughts that 
manifest at the most inconvenient times for him, but he doesn't pay attention to his friends until he catches 


Lars standing up. 
"lm gonna get more Vodka, I'll be right back" He announces to the group. 


"Hey, get me a cup too!" Dan requests and Lars nods before he practically skips to the kitchen. James doubts 
they'll see him again all night as he probably already found a new friend to talk their ear off. Lar's departure 
leaves Scott as their storyteller and he begins to talk about album ideas that he and Charlie had been 


brainstorming. 


James tunes out again and he continues to nurse his beer, focusing intently on the old wine stain on the carpet 
that stands obnoxiously out of place among the creamy color. He's only brought out of his trance when 
someone unexpectedly sits down on his lap, settling on his right thigh. James glances up too fast feeling the 
vertigo suddenly get to him but when his eyes focus he sees Kirk. Kirk has his own drink in his hand, a red 
solo cup probably filled with some jungle juice, and he seems way more out of it than James even is himself. 
When he senses James staring at him, Kirk peeks at him and flashes him his crooked teeth in a playful smile. 


"Hey." He says softly, his voice like silk. He settles closer to James, resting his back against his chest. 

James is initially confused by Kirk's sudden closeness. Its usually always and only Lars who gets excessively 
touchy with alcohol and James is well used to, at some point during the night, having him coiled around his 
body for an entire hour or having him crawl into his lap to babble about some nonsense. But it's always Lars. 
Kirk, until now, always kept his personal space and would only become touchy when Lars chose hm as the 
victim of his affection for the night. Maybe Kirk is finally coming out of his shell, James reasons. 

"What're you thinking about?" Kirk chirps again after James’ lack of acknowledgment. 


"Hm?" He hums, hearing what Kirk said but his brain too caught off guard. 


"You look pensive." Kirk observes and James thinks he's either too good at reading him or he's just pulling 


conversation right out of his ass. 
Its nothing.” He answers and takes a swig of his beer. 


"That fucking drunk, huh?" Kirk giggles and squirms in James' lap, pulling at his shirt and causing James to 
become irritated as Kirk's bones jab at his body. James quickly gets fed up with him and he snakes his arm 
around Kirk's waist, holding him in place. Kirk seems content with the outcome and he settles back into Jame's 
chest and centers his attention on their friends. 


James tries his best to focus as the conversation shifts from Scotts enthusiastic update to Dan recounting a 
story from a party they went to last week. He finds himself concentrating for a few moments before his mind 
drifts off to dark corners he purposefully strays away from and then he's brought out of there at the feel 
of Kirk's fingers twirling a strand of his hair. He wouldn't have felt it if it weren't for Kirk pulling on his hair a 
little too hard and making him flinch. 


“Sorry.” Kirk mumbles, conscious enough to soften his movements. He leans into James’ shoulder and lets go of 
the twist and instead begins to comb his fingers through his hair, soothing out the tangles. James doesn't mind 
it, instead, he finds himself relaxing into Kirk's touch and tilting his head into Kirk's hand as he watches Scott 
begin to take over Dan's house party story. 


"Want another, James?" Scott directs at him and James feels his brain stutter before he realizes the 
attention is on him and the small group of friends is watching him expectantly. He glances down and sees that 
Scott is holding a can of beer, offering it up to him, his own beer on his other hand. 

"Huh? Oh. Yeah." He replies after what he feels was more than a minute. Scott and his friends don't seem 
fazed by his sluggishness and he simply passes the beer to Dan who then hands it to him and then turns to 
Scott as he begins to talk about something else that James can't really be bothered to pay attention to. 


"So you guys are leaving tomorrow to Cerrito, aren't you?" Scott asks James. He only Realizes he's talking to 


him when the conversation around him pauses and James' brain catches up and he perks up quickly. 
"What?" 


‘Lars said you guys are going to start working on the second album. Little fucker's been yapping about it all 
night." He explains and Kirk chuckles. 


"Sounds like Lars." James snorts and he looks up at Kirk. "He really said we're leaving tomorrow?" 
"Yeah, a few days ago | think. Don't tell me you forgot?" He teases. 


"No, it's just that half the shit he says goes in through one ear and leaves through the other." He scoffs and 
his friends laugh and agree. 


"Well if you're all leaving tomorrow lets make it count tonight. Up for another round of shots?" Scott grabs 
the Jagermeister from the coffee table and holds it up. 


"You don't have to ask twice." Kirk grins and leans over holding his red cup over to Scott. Scott pours what is 
definitely more than one shot and Kirk happily takes it and settles back on James' lap. 


"James?" Scott asks, gesturing at the bottle but before he can answer, Kirk butts in. 


"James and | can share." He says with a foolish grin on his face and Scott glances at James and he shrugs in 


response. Scott is content with his answer and he begins to pour their other friends sloppy shots. 
"Here." Kirk offers him the cup and James takes it wearily and examines the liquid. 
"What even's in here?" He asks, taking a drink regardless. 


"Vodka, maybe whiskey or rum, some of the girls over there gave me some Diet Coke to mix with it." He 


explains and James can certainly taste the coke. 
"Mm. How can you like that aftertaste?" James grimaces and hands Kirk his cup. 
"| don't mind" He shrugs and takes another sip. 


James scoffs and focuses back on his beer, downing the rest of it. Kirk's fingers then return to his hair, 
tangling with the strands and James suddenly yearns for something stronger than the beer. 


His attention is torn away from Kirk when he watches as a crowd of people rush outside, some of them simply 
noticing the commotion and following along with mischievous intrigue. Scott and their friends notice as well and 


they perk up, hesitating to peel away from the comfort of the couch. 


"What's going on?" Scott waves over a chick, who James recognizes as the girl Lars was talking to earlier in 


the night. 


“There's a fight out there, with one of your guys | think." She says, slurring her words and scurrying away 


before they can get any more information out of her. 
"Shit. Greg again?" James asks and Scott sighs. 


"Better not be him. I'm gonna go check, hopefully no one's called the fucking cops yet” He stands up, 


exasperated and annoyed, and races out of the living room. 


"Free entertainment.” Dan and their other friend smirk and follow behind Scott leaving James and Kirk behind. 
Kirk shifts to glance behind James' shoulder to try and catch air of the commotion and that's when James 


realizes that he's had one too many beers and the urge to go to the bathroom arises. 


"Can't see much, wanna wait it out here until Scott sorts it out?" Kirk glances back over at him with hope 


hidden poorly in his voice. 
"Um, actually, | have to take a piss." He says and the disappointment is evident in Kirk's eyes. 


"Sure man. I'll come get you if we need to run from the cops." He chuckles softly and allows James to wriggle 
out from under him. James gives him a nod in acknowledgement and strides over to the bathroom, relieved 
that most of the party had gone outside to watch whatever fight broke out. He easily finds the upstairs 
bathroom empty and hurries inside to relieve himself. Within a few seconds, he hears chatter begin to fill the 
house again and he concludes that the fight must be over and they had luckily evaded an unwanted house visit 
from the cops. 


James quickly finishes up and stumbles onto the sink, running the water and then staring at himself in the 
mirror. The water runs over his motionless hands and his thoughts unwillingly get stuck on Kirk and that 
feeling he gets around him - like a weird itch he can't seem to scratch nor get rid of. Realizing he's about to 
get stuck in a drunken rabbit hole, he shakes his thoughts away and finishes washing his hands. Just as he 
turns off the faucet, he hears the bathroom door open and then quickly slam shut violently. James twists 


around, wet hands dripping onto the floor, and he comes eye to eye with Dave Mustaine. 
It feels like a hallucination at first. What in the world would Dave be doing in San Francisco at the same party 
as him, especially given their last encounter. Dave seems to be stuck in the same level of shock as him and it 


takes a few moments before a scowl forms on his face and he's stalking towards James. 


"What the fuck are you looking at?" Dave glowers and that's when James notices the blood dripping down his 


nose and the purple bruise on his cheekbone. 


"What the hell happened to you?" James asks, ignoring Dave's hostility and instead, a familiar curiosity 


overpowers whatever spite he feels. 


‘Is none of your business, don't act like you even care." He scoffs bitterly and stomps over to the sink 


making James stumble out of his way. 


"So it was you who started the fight outside? | should've figured" James retorts and that hits a nerve for 


Dave. 
"Right, | forgot you were Mr. Perfect who wouldn't hurt a fucking fly." He snaps. 


lm not the one who gets into stupid fights every time | have a fucking beer. You need to get a grip before 
life catches up to you." James mutters, hoping that Dave had had enough with one fight. 


"Fuck you." Dave's voice is equally defeated as it is venomous. He glances away from James and grabs a paper 
towel and brings it up to his bloody nose. 


"What are you even doing here, Dave? Were you just looking for a fight? Was it me who you wanted to hit?" 
"Not everything is about you, Hetfield" Dave frowns, his voice muffled by the paper towel. 


"So what, you're telling me it's a coincidence that you're here? First at that bar, then you sneak into our 
concert and now this? You need to let the past fucking go, Dave, dwelling on that shit's not good for you." 


James condescends, finding that the courage to speak back to Dave came easier with Jagermeister. 


Dave looks at the mirror, staring at himself and watching as his face contorts into an ugly grimace. He doesn't 
allow James to get another word in and he pushes him into the wall, his breaths coming out in uneven spurts 


and his eyes narrowing. 


"Watch your fucking mouth James. You and Lars may have gotten away with taking everything from me but 
you won't treat me like a fucking dog." Dave hisses. His arm is pressing him into the dingy wall and his face is 
too close to his that he can smell the alcohol lacing his anger. Had he been sober, or even had just a couple of 
beers, James would've cowered away from Dave, but he stands his ground and looks up at him without 


hesitation. 


"You did all of that to yourself." He huffs, incredulous that after all these months, Dave was still placing all of 


the blame on him and Lars. 


"Right. And you didn't play a role in that, did you? You weren't the one who woke me up and sent me on that 
fucking bus, right?" Dave snaps bitterly and James notices that the blood from his nose begins to drip down 
his face and it falls right on his shirt. 


"You're bleeding all over me. You should put some fucking ice on that, Mustaine." James ignores Dave's words 
and frowns. He can't decide if he's more upset at the fact that Dave is staining his shirt with his blood or 
that he had been recklessly hurt. 


"Why do you care?" Dave growls and he makes no move to release James from his ambush. 


| dont" James scoffs and without thinking, he reaches his hand to Dave's cheekbone and carefully rubs over 
the bruise staining his pallor. "But if you're not careful, next time it'll be much more than just a nosebleed and 
a bruise." He hisses and finds that somewhere among his condescending tone, he can hear the worry in his 


voice. Dave seems to notice that too and he tilts his head in confusion. 


The tension in the bathroom seems to shift from blistering anger to a weird mellowness that makes James’ 
confidence falter and for a second, he feels the scared, meek little I2 year old still buried within him. Dave 
notices the change of atmosphere too and he loosens his grip on James’ chest and his eyes finally break away 
from his and he glances down at his mouth with that same vulnerability he had in his eyes when they met at 


The Stone after the concert. Dave then glances back at him, both of them exhausted out of their anger and 
without a second thought, Dave leans into him and presses his lips to James’. 


James' shouldn't have been surprised when Dave closed the space between them, especially after their last 
encounter, but Dave replaced the anticipation with haste and now he was kissing him. The kiss is hesitant and it 
tastes like alcohol and blood but James can't even process that. Dave is stiff against him and James’ fingers 
press too harshly on Dave's bruise that he flinches and pulls away from him and just as abruptly as it 
started, the kiss is over. 


"Shit, sorry." James mumbles, quickly filling up the tense silence. Dave blinks, staring at him for a second 


before he backs away from him. 


"l-I gotta go." He stutters, his face drained from any anger or confidence and he rushes out of the bathroom 
leaving James all alone, still pressed against the wall, confused and with intrusive thoughts pouring through the 


broken levee. 


Just throw my bones in a hole in the ground 


Dave's skin is soft against his fingertips, its so soft and everything he ever imagined it to be that he ignores 
the bruising under his touch. His lips are even softer and they feel like luxurious plush against his own chapped 
lips. James feels the heat radiating from his body, it's comforting and familiar and addicting. He wants more. He 
wants to grab Dave tighter and press closely against his body and never let go of him. He wants to melt 
against him and experience everything he has to offer over and over again for the rest of his life. The kiss 
ends and the bewilderment flashes on Dave's face and he leaves too quickly, Then, everything resets. Dave is in 


front of him again, his arm on his chest and his lips on his once again. 


"James?" Kirk's soft voice tears him away from his daydreaming. He blinks a few times as the memory fades 


away from that hazy cloud of alcohol to the sunny mid afternoon. 
"Hm?" James glances over to his side in time to see Kirk sit down beside him against the garage door. 


"What you doing out here man? You're gonna sunburn!" He jests lightly and crosses his legs, pressing his thigh 
against James’. 


"Lars has been forcing me to use sunscreen ever since that one time at the beach." He says and glances up at 
the sky, observing as dark clouds begin to form in the horizon. “Besides, | doubt the sun'll last much longer." 


"California dream, huh?" Kirk smiles, amused. 

"Least the fog ain't so bad here." He shrugs. 

"Ha, right. Speaking of, Lars show you the set list he's working on for next week?" He asks. 
"Yeah. Looks fuckin’ neat, I've been itching to do Creeping Death already." 


"Yeah! And what better way to debut it than during a halloween show! Man, we're gonna tear shit up with that 
one!" Kirk grins enthusiastically, his joy so infectious that James feels his own energy rise up to match his. 


"Fuck yeah. Best part is, Brian is throwing an after party at his buddy's house in Palo Alto, said it's gonna be a 


real cranker." 
"Oh | bet. | feel bad for whoever gets to clean the morning after." Kirk chuckles. 
"At least it won't be us." James chuckles. 


"Us? You mean Cliff and |? It's a fuckin’ miracle if you and Lars even throw away your own damn bottles.” Kirk 


scoffs, a playful smile appearing lightly on his lips. 


"Not our fault you two are the responsible ones out of the bunch" James jests. 


"Heh, whatever, man." Kirk says fondly and then falls silent. James turns to him and notices the tattered comic 
book clasped in his hand. It's a strange version of Frankenstein with several shades of grey and black on the 


cover instead of the usual colorful depictions. 


"Hm, what you got there?" James asks. Kirk looks at him and then follows his eyesight and instantly his face 
brightens up. 


"Oh! It's this new comic | got at the comic store! Cliff and | went together yesterday and he found it in the 
religion books out of all places, can you believe that?" He says animatedly and places the comic on his lap and 


flips it open 
"Cool, ya nerd" James teases and Kirk giggles softly. 


Its limited edition, cool as shit, man" He replies and begins to flip through the pages. Kirk settles closer into 
him, his shoulder pressing against his and he starts to talk, pointing out some elements in the pages and his 
eyes widen enthusiastically. James does his best to engage with him even though comics had never been his 


thing, he still nods along to Kirk's words and makes side comments when something does pique his interest. 


"There's also a movie version of this, Cliff and | were thinking about watching it later. You can join us if you 


want." Kirk says and his tone is shy almost as if he was praying that James wouldn't decline. 
"Yeah sure, sounds good." He nods, deciding that a movie night with the guys would be a good distraction. He 
could even get them to share a few beers with him and therefore avoid the lonely hole he'd been digging 


himself into ever since that night at the party. 


"Cool" Kirk smiles, "OF course, the movie's nowhere near as good as the comics but | know you like watching 


shit more than reading." 
"You calling me dumb, quirk?" James huffs and feigns offense. 


"Nol Its not your fault you're blonde." Kirk plays along and grabs a strand of James' hair and twirls it around 


his finger. James glances down, muttering a soft chuckle and Kirk swears he sees his cheeks redden. 
"When | dye my hair it's gonna be your fault" He smiles coyly. 


"Yeah?" Kirk's own smile widens and reaches up to his scalp to push away the hair falling over his face. "You're 


gonna look like a Motley Crue wannabe." 


James laughs, feeling the blush finish creeping over his cheeks as Kirk's fingers thread through his hair with a 
delicacy that's almost serene. He doesn't say anything and instead he sneaks a glance at Kirk only to find him 
already looking at him with a strange fondness in his eyes. James opens his mouth to say something and break 


the sudden silence, but Lars' voice interrupts him and Kirk jolts his hand away from him, both of them looking 


up towards the house in time to see Lars walk out. 


"Kirk? There you are, asshole. Your brother's on the phone. Don't take too long, | gotta make some calls." He 
crosses his arms expectantly and Kirk jumps up and hurries into the house without giving James another look. 
James looks at the ground then and grabs the comic book that Kirk left behind Lars sighs and sits down 
beside him, crossing his legs and staring at him. 


"Here." He hands him a beer and James takes it and finally looks over at lars. "What's got you here sulking?" 
"lm not sulking.” James frowns. 


"Brooding, moping- whatever you wanna call it" Lars examines him as he drinks his beer and then sighs. "Well 
anyway, | got a call today. They want us to play two more shows in November before we go to the east 


coast" 

"Where at?" James asks, grateful that Lars didn't keep pushing. 
"One at stone, the other one at Waldorf" 

"Stone on Battery?" 


"Bingo. After that, we should still have a few weeks left to prepare for Wisconsin and the rest of the tour." 


Lars speaks and James nods as he slowly processes the new information 
"Cool, man. We're booked and busy." James smiles softly and brings his beer up to clink with Lars’. 


"Fucking right. And after the east coast we have Europe to look forward to, isn’t it fucking crazy? Sometimes 
it still feels like we're playing to crowds of IO people." Lars says. 


"We're just getting started." James pokes Lars gently in the rib and downs the rest of his beer. He forgets 
about all his worries for a second and all he can think about is the tour. He thinks about how many more 
shows they get to play, how many new places they'll go to and how many more songs they get to record so 
soon James smiles softly and rubs his thumb along the neck of the empty beer bottle. 


"lll drink to that" Lars chuckles and finishes the rest of his beer. A silence falls as James falls back into his 
mind and Lars begins to tap his fingers along his empty bottle. James begins to go over his to-do list before 
leaving the west coast. He still has to rehearse some parts of their new song, get one of their friend's new 
addresses and a few other things that become scattered in his mind. He tries to sort them out when Lars’ 


voice pulls him away from them. 


"So, | saw Dave at the party last week" Lars mentions almost too casually and turns towards him, examining 


him like a hawk. "He's fucking insane, James. The asshole was beating up one of Scotts friends and ended up 


with a bloody nose of his own" 
"What? Really?" James tries his best to fake the surprise in his voice. 


"Mhm. Apparently, he started swinging for no reason. Typical Dave | know, but | don't know how he has the 
dignity to keep showing his face around." Lars grimaces. 


"Right." James says quietly and he immediately realizes his mistake as Lars' eyes narrow and his lips purse 
with suspicion wrapped in perfected nonchalance. He only examines him for a brief moment before something in 
his mind clicks and he starts to yap again. 

‘lm really glad we dumped his ass before it was too late. He was a ticking time bomb, one extra day and he 
might've left us without a label and an album." Lars scrunches up his nose and then looks at James, all too 
expectantly. 

"Yeah. | guess." He replies with a shrug. 


"| guess? Fuck's that s‘posed to mean?" Lars accuses. 


"Nothing. | just think.. were we too rough on him?" James asks, his voice meek and unsure and Lars stares at 


him like someone just shot him. 


"Hello? Did you suddenly forget about that time he punched you right in the face? He's a menace, James! 


Always has been, always will be." Lars frowns and James winces at the memory. 


"l- | mean yeah. But he was way past drunk, he didn't even recognize me." James says and Lars smiles 


incredulously, the disbelief in his eyes is borderline humorous. 

"Don't tell me you're having second thoughts about Mustaine?" Lars crosses his arms and chuckles. 

"What? No, of course not. But I.. I've just been thinking about how much it must've sucked for him. | mean did 
we really have to send him all the way back here on a shitty bus? | don't know, Lars, just been thinking a lot" 
He admits as much as he can hoping that Lars would be sated with his partial truth. Lars looks at him 
pensively for a second. 

"Did you really want us to spend the little money we had sending him home? What, so you think we should've 
flown him first class? With his little neck pillows and a fucking flight attendant serving him wine?" Lars raises 
his eyebrows, his voice adopting that annoying condensing tone that James absolutely despises. 


"| didn't fucking say that, Lars, quit twisting my words." James snaps. 


"You might as welll" His voice becomes whiny now. 


"| just.you know what? Forget it” He frowns and turns away from Lars like an upset child. 


Lars sighs then reaches his hand and places it on James’ shoulder, nudging him back to face him. "Look, maybe 
we didn't put him in the ideal situation, but who the fuck gives a shit about it anymore? He was a danger-a 
liability to all of us. James, if we kept going easy on him, none of this would be here, okay? Metallica wouldve 


fucking crumbled within the month!" 


James stares at Lars, feeling that shy lb year old boy begin to take over his body and he recoils away from 
any sudden burst to rebuttal with Lars. He knows Lars is right. Metallica was on the verge of, at the very 
minimum, a blacklist from a few clubs and it would've only gone downhill from there. Maybe Lars was right 


about it all. 


Lars sighs and lowers his shoulders. "When we first formed Metallica, we talked about all our dreams, 
remember? And | told you that | would do anything to protect the band. Well, that was me protecting it, 
James. Mustaine was a threat and | took care of that before it became anything bigger. The band before all, 
right?" Lars' eyes are expectant but they have that same ambition that Lars always seems to have and 
James can't help but to trust him. 


"Yeah. Metallica before all" He nods decidedly and Lars seems satisfied enough with his answer that his lips 


form into an easygoing curve and his shoulders perk up again 


"Great" He glances up at the sky towards the horizon and scoffs when he sees the heavy clouds heading their 
way. "Well, lets go in before those nasty clouds get here." 


James follows Lars back into the house just as Kirk finishes his phone call. He turns around and his eyes land 


on James first, making his whole face light up and James flashes him a subtle smile. 


"Hey guys! Sorry | took so long on the phone, my brother thought we left for Wisconsin today and only meant 
to say goodbye but then he started talking crap about our cousin" He shrugs before crossing his arms 


loosely, mirroring James. 


"Its cool, we were pretty occupied ourselves." Lars flashes a glance at James. "Anyway, | need to make a few 
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calls to make sure we're all set for the new dates" 


"Cool. James, wanna go watch the movie with Cliff and 1?" Kirk asks towards James as Lars walks away 


towards the phone. 


"Sure, man. Sounds fun" James answers and Kirk grabs his arm, dragging him to their living room where Cliff 
was settled into the armchair with a blunt in his right hand and a beer in his left. Kirk leads James into the 
sofa next to Cliff and sits down beside him, his thigh pressed too closely to his again and his entire body much 
too close for the amount of space that was left to his right. Kirk doesn't acknowledge it as he turns the movie 
on and then sits back, contently next to James. James only allows his brain to dwell on it for a moment before 


he allows himself to enjoy Kirk's body heat and surprisingly, he finds himself enjoying the movie as well 


Halfway through the movie, James’ brain drifts to memories of Dave. Not just their last encounter, but James 
reminisces about the beginning of their friendship and all the months that followed that tumultuous 
relationship. He thinks about how angry he was when Dave punched him, how disappointed he was when he got 
into fights, how scared he got when he attacked Anselmo and then how right he felt when he kissed him. 
Rgh How right he felt? Dave Mustaine is anything but right. With that thought, he feels the conflicted sides 
in his head begin to grapple with each other. His brain becomes too occupied with his ruminations until he feels 


soft fingers wrap around his arm. 


James glances down and sees Kirk's hand around his arm and when he looks up, he sees Kirk watching him with 
kind eyes and a soothing smile playing on his lips. He raises his eyebrows, silently asking him if he's okay if he 
needs something, but James only forces a smile that Kirk easily digests and pacifies him. Looking at Kirk, James 


feels the doubt about Dave begin to fade. 


What If The World Dies With The Sunrise? 
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The Bart is noisy and uncomfortable and James urgently taps his fingers against his thigh as he waits for it 
to stop at Montgomery. The smell of cigarettes is incredibly strong and nauseating and as soon as the door 
opens at Montgomery station, James darts out. The station has the same smell as the train, only that it mixed 
with sweat and therefore became more unbearable. James rushes out of it and strolls to the next bus stop 


that would take him over to Coit Tower. 


While he waits for the bus to arrive, James glances around the city. Usually, late Friday afternoons are packed 
with cars and people looking for fun but today, it's almost as if the traffic has doubled. James sighs 
impatiently but he thinks that since Halloween is tomorrow, all the chaos probably makes sense. He just hopes 
the spot at Coit Tower isn't occupied but judging by how hard it was to come across it, he has faith he'll be 


able to sit there for a while uninterrupted. 


Finally, the bus arrives and James sits next to an old woman. He counts the minutes until finally the driver 
pulls up by his stop and James gets off and begins towards Coit. There isn't much foot traffic around, only a 
few couples and a group of college students linger around, but the ambience is quiet and peaceful and just 
what James was yearning for. He takes the short hike off the trail and after five minutes of walking, he 
comes across the clearing- thankfully solitary and quiet. James takes a seat on the ground right on the edge 
of the hill and he silently admires the scenery. He can see most of the city from up there - the financial 
district, the piers, even the mission. Since sunset is about to fall upon the city, the buildings are lit up and the 
sky is a golden peach color. It's absolutely breathtaking. 


James finally feels himself relaxing after the silence sinks in and the view becomes hazy and almost dream-like. 
He pulls out one of the cans of beer from the paper bag that he picked up before leaving and pops it open. It 
feels good going down his throat and it pacifies the residual anxiety that the quiet didn't quite soothe. As he 
watches the sun slowly hide behind the horizon, his thoughts become numb, much like white noise, as he 
focuses on the colors of the changing sky and the noise of the rustling leaves. It's something that Dave taught 
him last year- how to soothe his racing thoughts and occupy his mind if even for just a while. He had taken 
him to this exact place (which is how James even knew about its existence) and sat down cross-legged beside 
him and started to explain his strange mental exercise. Looking back, Dave had been tipsy and he was probably 
just mocking meditation, but nonetheless, James secretly found that the method helped him. 


The sun sets too soon and a peaceful darkness settles over the city. James finishes the rest of his beer and 
tosses it back into the bag, reaching in to grab another one. Just as he pops it open, he hears rustling leaves 
behind him and a few branches snapping. He sighs irritated, knowing that the peace had been short lived and 


soon enough, his space would be invaded by a stupid couple or maybe a group of annoying teens. James takes a 


swig of beer before looking back, ready to get on his feet to leave but instead he finds himself frozen as a 
lone figure emerges from trees. Once the moonlight shines on him, James finds himself face to face with Dave 


Mustaine. 


They stare at each other wide eyed, and for a moment, the world seems to go silent. Dave mirrors his 
surprise, he stands a few feet away from him, his lips parted and his hand wrapped around a silver flask. 
James looks away first, he instead stares at the ground and then fully turns away from Dave. He feels the 
anticipation in the air and how it flows through his body and it heightens as he hears more leaves crunching 
under footsteps until Dave is next to him. Dave pauses before taking a seat beside him and James is surprised 
when he doesn't smell the usual alcohol on his clothes. They don't say anything, both of them waiting for the 
other to speak first until Dave finally gets impatient and sighs. 


"Hey, Hetfield" He mumbles. James glances at him from the corner of his eye and realizes that Dave doesn't 
seem unhinged or even the least bit angry. He looks almost mellow, or at least the closest Dave could come to 
being mellow. A pit grows at the bottom of James’ stomach as he realizes that if only Dave could've been this 
way before everything in New York went down, then all of this stress and animosity could've been avoided. If 
only Dave could've controlled himself like he was at this very moment, then he could still be with them, playing 
their songs and dominating their stage like they used to. But things are different now and James knows nothing 


can change that. 


"What are you doing here, Dave? You following me?" James asks, cautious not to anger him suddenly, but the 


bitterness is evident in his voice. 

"Ha. What, you forgot that | was the one who showed you this place?" He chuckles softly, still no anger in his 
demeanor. James turns to look at him fully now, surprised by the sudden warmth that appears in his stomach 
out of nowhere. 


"You still remember that?" He asks. 


"Yeah. | think that was the only time | ever saw you skip a party on purpose.” The corner of his mouth curves 


in a half smile. 
James exhales a measly attempt of a laugh. "Yeah, well today is the second one." 
"0h?" Dave raises his eyebrow. 


"The guys went to a party in the neighborhood, but I'm not really in the mood for loud music and pretending 
to give a fuck about whatever Lars yaps about today." James explains, toying with the half-full beer can, 


"Lars can be annoying." Dave agrees. "Sorry for interrupting your sulking session, then, | guess." 


"| wasn't sulking." James complains, taking slightly less offense than when Lars said the same thing. 


"Right, like | don't know you, Hetfield" Dave scoffs. 


‘Is been months since we've even properly talked. Maybe I've changed" James says with an edge of 


playfulness to his tone. 
"Yeah, months. Since New York, right?" Dave's words come across almost as a dare. 


"Dave.." James’ voice is an exhausted warning. The last thing he wants to do right now is get into another fight 
with Dave over his exile. Dave watches him for a few moments, waiting for James to continue and to say 

something- anything at all. James lips close again and his eyes retreat back to the ground. Typical James, Dave 
thinks, never one to stand up to him whenever they were away from Lars and all of their friends. James picks 


up a twig from the ground and begins to twist it around his fingers only further showcasing his nerves. 
"See? You haven't changed. You still avoid talking about anything that isn't superficial bullshit." Dave sighs. 


"What, you want us to have a heart to heart? Talk about our feelings? Maybe we can even braid each 


other's hair, is that what you want?" James frowns but his voice sounds more unsure than irritated. 


"Fuck you, James." Dave scoffs and even then, James can't detect any real malice in his voice. James doesn't 
entertain the conversation any longer and another silence hangs heavy among them. Dave looks away from him 
and instead turns his gaze towards the city. James glances up at him and fixes his gaze on Dave, 


subconsciously trying to memorize all the details of his face in case he were to never see him again 


"Why were you even there?" James finally breaks the silence and asks. That was a question that he had been 
itching to know for what feels like a very long time. "At the party, | mean" He quickly adds although he's sure 


Dave instantly knew what he was referring to. 


Dave's face falls slightly and he's silent for a moment. It's surprising to James to see him , a rather impulsive 
and shoot-first-ask-questions-later kind of man, taking the time to think and reflect before answering. Either 
that, or Dave was merely avoiding the question, although that would be as unalike of him as the first option 


"Oh. You remember?" He asks quietly and if James were a fool, he would have believed that Dave was even 


unsure as he spoke. 


"Yeah." James answers slowly, searching Dave's eyes for an answer or even a telltale sign of whatever was 


going on underneath that orange mess of hair. 


"Everything?" Dave is certainly unsure now, even as he tries his best to hide the way he fidgets with his 
fingers. Something inside of James jolts as it only takes him half a second to realize what Dave is alluding to. 


"Hard not to." James says, as firmly as his voice can manage, and Dave exhales a short breath. James feels 


himself holding his own breath as he waits for him to reply. 


Dave doesn't say anything for a few moments as he stares at James intensely as if reading his mind. When he 
finally appears to digest James’ words, he smiles nervously with one corner of his mouth pulled higher than 
the other one. Its James’ turn to fidget now, as he watches Dave grab the flask he brought with him and 
bring it to his lips. He takes a long swig of the liquor and then pushes it to the ground. Dave turns to James 
now, satisfied to find his eyes still fixated on him and his nervous smile returns. It's the last thing he sees 
before Dave reaches across the small space between them cupping the back of his head firmly and pulling 
them together into a surprisingly gentle kiss. 


James is a little more prepared this time and he carefully kisses him back. He lifts his hand to Dave's cheek 
just as he did last time and pulls Dave's face even closer to his. The kiss is soft and tender and everything 

that they usually aren't. It feels intoxicating and with every breath they take of each other, James realizes 
nothing has ever felt as right as this moment does. 


The kiss comes to an abrupt pause as James moves his left hand to wrap around Dave's arm but 
instead he knocks over the can of beer next to his legs and it makes them pull away briefly. Dave glances at 
the spilt beer, contemplating for a split second before he looks back up at James. Their eyes lock, silently 
examining each other's wariness and once they realize that there is none, the painful tension dissipates from 
the air and turns into something more exciting and warm. Dave pulls him in once again, eagerly but still gentle. 
James is grateful that the jarring interruption didn't scare away the moment and he easily settles back into 
Dave's touch, feeling as the heat from Dave's fingertips turns into a shield against the bitter cold air. 


James expects Dave's movements to become frenzied any moment as the seconds toll by- he 
expects the kiss to turn rough and maybe even violent, but it never does. Dave's fingers circle gently across 
his skin, soothing away his thoughts and almost overwhelming his senses. Dave only tugs him closer with a 
muted sense of urgency that James matches. As the initial haziness of the moment begins to subside, James 
notices that Dave tastes like Smirnoff instead of blood. His lips feel softer too, plush and velvety, it isn't too 
stark of a difference but this time James actually has time to process and truly feel and indulge in every 
sensation. So instead of dwelling in it, James stifles his mind and allows himself to enjoy the rest of the sinful 
kiss. 


It feels like both an eternity and a second engulf them before James regretfully pulls away. He hesitates 
opening his eyes but when he does, he finds Dave looking at him with red lips and a twisted kind of adoration in 
his eyes. James reluctantly draws his limbs back and looks back at the ground as he becomes aware of the 
flush reddening his face. Dave turns away from him as well, and he leans back on his palms and fixes his gaze 
once again on the starry city lights. 

| have to go, its getting late." James speaks first, his voice cracking slightly at the end. 

"What, you scared of the dark now?" Dave teases lightly. James huffs a weak chuckle. 

"No, | just don't wanna get stuck on the Bart with the dopes and the crackheads too late." He explains quietly. 


"Oh." Dave pauses and contemplates. "So that's it then? Nothing else to say?" 


James chews on his lip and his fingers start to become restless again. 


"| don't know what to say, Dave." James answers softly without turning to Dave. It's obvious to him how much 
he is overthinking. 


"| know." Dave interjects before James’ thoughts become a broken levee. 


| mean, this is too complicated. We fired you, for fuck's sake." James says, not with anger but with a heavy 


sense of conflict. 

"Geez, thanks for reminding me." Dave softly scoffs nonchalantly. 

‘|- | mean this whole situation, it's fucked up." James continues. 

"| know." Dave sighs and his shoulders sag with understanding. 

"I just.. just give me time to think about this." James turns to him and his eyes silently plead. 

"Okay." Dave nods mellowly. "When can | see you again?" 

"Oh." James adverts his eyes again. "Um, we have a show tomorrow, at the stone, but don't come to that one. 
Lars might jump you if he sees you. But after that, we're playing a few around the bay. You'll see them in the 
posters, just be discreet" 

"Right. The posters.” Dave nods, his mouth beginning to form into a frown. James offers him an apologetic look 
before standing up and Dave follows him quickly. They brush the stray dirt on their jeans and then turn to 
each other again. 


"You back to living in the bay now?" James asks nervously as he shoves his hands into his pockets. 


"Nah. l'm crashing with a buddy of mine. I'm going back to LA soon" Dave says with a tinge of sadness. James 
parts his lips and nods slowly. 


"Oh. Cool." He mutters. "Um, so I'm gonna head out now. It was nice to see you again, Dave. Sober.” 

Dave hesitates and before James turns away to leave, he reaches out again 

"James, wait." Dave pulls on James’ arm. James looks at him, wide-eyed, and Dave leans into him pressing their 
lips together again This time, the kiss is brief, its more of a promise than anything else. Dave pulls back 


quickly and drops his hold on James' arm. 


"Okay, alright. Later, Dave." He peeks at Dave one more time before heading back through the hidden trail 


And Then | can Tell Myself Not To Ride Along With You 
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One month later 


"You coming, James?" Cliff asks, holding up the plastic baggie of weed. 


"No, I'm good. You guys go do that, I'm gonna have a beer before the show" James replies, internally grimacing 


as he remembers his last encounter with weed. 
"He's gonna go have some booze instead." Kirk teases, already buzzed from their earlier drinking session. 
"Damn right." James smirks. "You guys have fun, don't be late." 


"Course not. Catch you backstage later." Cliff says before heading down the hall with Kirk and Lars. James 
turns as they exit the hallway door and makes his way to the dressing room. There was still some beer left 


over from earlier and James feels himself itching for the pleasant buzz it brings. 


With just a few steps, he reaches the dressing room which is nothing more than a shitty closet-sized room 
with a few chairs and an old desk. James opens the door and steps inside and immediately without warning, he's 


pushed against the door, shutting it close with a loud bang. 


James has merely a second to process everything. He glances up, wide-eyed and distraught, and sees Dave in 
front of him. Dave? He must be going truly insane. James blinks, hoping his mind is playing tricks on him but 


Dave is still there and he's closer now. 


He opens his mouth but before he gets a chance to speak, Dave pushes his mouth against his in a rough kiss. 
It's urgent and hard and it feels more familiar now than the last two times. He doesn't have time to overthink 
or dwell on whatever got into Dave (and whatever even got him here) so he allows pure instinct to drive him. 
His mind blanks from all rationalization before he returns Dave's kiss, matching his energy and harshly pulling 
him in by the waist. James almost hopes that after this is over, Dave is left with purple marks where his 
fingers dig into his waist, just as petty payback for his insanity. 


Abruptly, Dave pulls away and leaves a few inches between them. A smirk pulls on his lips and he moves one 
of his hands from his shoulder to his face, cupping his cheek and using his fingers to tuck away stray hair. 


"Hey." Dave purrs. James didn't notice before, but suddenly he smells the alcohol on his breath, stronger than 


it was last time on Coit. James is speechless for a moment as he scrambles for words. 

"You scared the shit out of me, asshole!" James protests. "What are you even doing here?" 

"You told me to meet you at a show, don't play dumb." Dave scoffs with amusement. 

"Yeah, | know that. But... | thought you left already. To Los Angeles, | mean." James splutters. 

"What? Why?" Dave huffs in genuine bewilderment. 

"You said you'd be leaving soon. | was expecting to see you at one of the past shows this month. Not literally 
the last one before we leave." James grinds his teeth and then hesitates. "I looked for you every night in the 
crowd, thought that maybe you'd pull some crazy stunt. But of course you'd come at the very last second." 
"Well excuse me for being busy." Dave rolls his eyes. 

"Busy with what exactly?" James retorts. 

"Wouldn't you like to know." He smirks. 

"So you're not leaving anymore?" James asks. His voice is strained, shy even, as he tries to hide the hope 
bubbling in his chest. Maybe they could fix this, maybe he and Dave could remain friends and he didn't have to 
lose him again and delude himself every time he saw a phantom in the crowd or a shadow in the grocery aisle. 


Dave, of course, breaks his hopes with a crass casualness. 


‘lam. My bus leaves tonight." The words roll easily off his tongue. It's nauseating and James isn't sure if it's 
the weight of the sentence or the scent of jagermeister. 


"Oh." James' voice comes out in a whisper. 
"Yeah." Dave echoes. 
"I wish things had been different. Really." James sighs. 


"| know. But, it's too late now." Dave states and he smooths his finger over James’ temple as a makeshift 


comfort. 
"| know." James tightens his lips into a tense line. "So now what?" 
Dave's sultry smile returns and he inches even closer to him, slithering his other hand down James' arm. He 


stops when his hand reaches his own and he intertwines their fingers together and pins James' hand to the 


door. 


"Well, last night on earth.." Dave trails off as his eyes flicker down to James' lips. James shifts nervously on 
his feet knowing exactly what Dave means. He swallows back the lump in his throat and when Dave's eyes 


return to his, he doesn't hesitate to squeeze his hand, molding their fingers together. 
"This will be the end of. whatever this is." James breaths before Dave can silence him with a kiss. 
"Okay." Dave replies, lowering his voice to a coy whisper. 


"And | only have around half an hour before we go on stage." James adds on as he remembers why exactly 
he's in that dressing room. Maybe if he were smarter, James thinks, he would've seen this for the bad idea 
that it was. He would've turned Dave away and reclaimed whatever dignity he still had left after all his 
encounters with him. He would've maybe even told him off for playing with his mind and then went off to join 
the guys before going on stage. But something in Dave's demeanor is intoxicating, it drives him insane and he 


knows he can't do anything but succumb to the desire to melt his body with his if even for just a half hour. 
"That is more than enough time." Dave murmurs and finally leans in and kisses him again 


With the time constraint beating down on them, Dave's movements are swift and to the point. He presses 
closer to James, his hand stroking all over his cheek as if memorizing the feeling of his skin before it's all 
over. James pulls on Dave's waist, tugging him even closer until the friction between their hips is satisfying 
enough and the anticipation begins to pool in the pit of his stomach. Dave hisses into his lips and that turns 
into a bite that catches James off guard and he gasps out a moan Something about that pulls a switch in 
Dave's brain and his movements become more frenzied and filled with hunger and lust. James struggles to 
keep up with the way Dave is bruising and nipping his lips and he exhales deeply as Dave pulls away from him 


to kiss down his jawline. 


Dave isn't gentle when his mouth reaches his neck. He pulls at James’ hair, shoving his head further up against 
the wall and pressing sloppy kisses against his throat. He's hard now- both of them are. It didn’t really take 
long with their body heat molting together and their groins rolling against each other. 


"Fucking hell, look who's excited" Dave chuckles lowly as he gropes him through his pants. 


James can't do or say anything other than try to swallow back the groan that suddenly erupts in his throat. 
Dave looks smug with himself as his fingers unzip James’ jeans and he doesn't tear his eyes away from his 


for even a second. When Dave stops teasing him and finally reaches in, James feels himself stop breathing. 


At Dave's touch, James wishes he had drank more beer, maybe then his eternal nerves might dissipate for 
this moment. Dave's hand is hot, it's coarse and he can feel the rough calluses on his fingertips that remind 


him of everything that Dave is capable of doing with his hands. 


James doesn't think the experience can get more intense than Dave's rigid hand wrapped around his cock, 
stroking him almost painfully slowly. He's left suddenly confused when the warmth on his skin becomes replaced 


by sharp air and when he opens his eyes to look, he watches as Dave rushes to unzip his own jeans. James 
holds his breath as Dave shoves open his fly and then pulls out his own erection He wastes no time in 
grabbing him again with outstretched fingers and this time around, James can't hold back the whine from 
escaping his lips. The friction is sinful- its hot and dirty and humiliating but above all else, its without doubt 
the most heavenly thing James has ever experienced in his life. And Dave knows that. He feels his smirk 
plastered against the corner of his mouth, dripping with smugness. His breathing elevates, his rhythm picks up 


and when Dave whispers his name, James loses himself to decadence. 


From that point on, time and existence becomes a heavy, humid blur. Dave's hand squeezes his hand, straining 
it against the door so hard that James thinks his knuckles might bleed. He's panting against him, laying 
desperate kisses against his lips when his mouth isn't busy groaning inaudible curses that James feels on his 
skin He feels the outline of every groan and gasp and there comes a point where his brain can't quite 
differentiate the feeling of Dave's hot breaths from the feeling of his wrist jerking them off as easily as he 
plays his rhythms. The air only keeps getting hotter and their hair starts to matt to their foreheads and their 
shirts stick to their chests. 


James can feel his heartbeat in his chest and he feels like his ribcage might break from the pressure. Dave's 
touch combined with his speed, and his scent, and his lips against his own become too much and James 
reaches a shameful euphoria. Dave follows soon, grunting a curse and pressing his forehead against his 


temple. 


The air around them begins to cool down after a few seconds. James' mind starts to ruminate again and he 
becomes aware of how sticky he feels and how the sweat clings to his skin like he clings to Dave. Dave himself 
takes a few more moments to recover and when he finally steadies his breathing, he loosens their fingers. 


James avoids his eyes as they both tuck themselves back into their jeans and smooth over the creases on 


their shirts. 


"Well, that was a goodbye." Dave speaks first, the smugness still soaking his voice. James chews on the inside 
of his cheek and stares at the floor, his shyness back in full swing. When Dave completely pulls his hand away 
from his, James looks up at him and then behind him at the clock on the wall. ts ten ‘til nine, only ten minutes 


before their set. 


"Yeah. | need to get going now, we're due on stage in ten" James mutters, already thinking of ways to distract 


the guys from going into the dressing room before they start. 
Dave scoffs. "Right. My bus leaves in an hour, anyway, so | gotta get out of here pretty soon" 


His statement strikes James and he suddenly has the guts to look him in the eye for what will be the last 
time in who knows how much time. He realizes it could be months or even a year or more before he sees 
Dave again. Its even possible that Dave will bury himself in the south and James might not even see him 
again, ever. That sends a frigid chill down his spine and he tries his best to shake away the sudden anxiety 
that rushes in with that thought. 


"Okay. Um, have a safe trip." James’ voice wavers. 


"I will" Dave replies but he makes no move to leave. He stares at him, watching him with expectant eyes as if 
he were waiting for James to say something, to stop him, or maybe even to say that he would come with him 
and they could start something new and better down in Los Angeles. But James doesn't say anything, he bites 

down his tongue and begins to fidget with his fingers again as he waits for Dave to leave. So he does. 


Dave offers him one last glance before silently pulling his body from his and with a single stride, he slips out 
the door. 


James leans against the door, catching his breath after Dave leaves. His skin still feels hot all over where Dave 
touched him and his mind still feels scrambled and he even fears for a second that he might have forgotten 
all of the lyrics to their songs. He glances up at the clock again and now it's down to seven minutes ‘til nine. 


James inhales another breath before leaving the room. 


He finds the guys backstage. Cliff is tinkering with his bass strap and Lars and Kirk are bursting with energy 
talking amongst each other. Kirk spots him first and flashes him a warm smile, tapping Lars on the shoulder 
before bouncing over to him. He begins to talk animatedly but James has no idea what he's saying, too caught 
in his overbearing thoughts. When the opening act finally steps off to the side three minutes past nine, James 
follows Lars and as soon as he steps foot on that stage, he loses himself to the music. 


The stage is hot and it's humid and all so consuming. James ears are buzzing from the bass and sweat is 
slicking down his chest once the show is through and the crazed crowd is nothing but a memory. His muscles 
are sore and his wrist feels numb after picking for an hour straight but his heartbeat feels a bit less erratic 
than it did before. At least it does before they make their way back to the dressing room and James’ pulse 
picks up and his eyes widen at the thoughts and memories that start pouring in. 


When he steps foot in that small dressing room again, he feels like everyone is suddenly staring at him, like 
they know what he succumbed to and they're judging him for thinking with his dick instead of his brain. When 
he looks up from his sneakers, he finds everyone talking amongst each other around the table with booze. 
They don't know what James did, they don't have even the slightest idea and that logical knowledge is enough 


to soothe James’ sudden paranoia. 


They gather around the table for a while, just drinking lukewarm beer and chatting about anything that comes 
up. Lars takes over most of the conversation and everyone is happy to listen to him and chime in between his 
pauses. When half an hour passes, Cliff suggests they start loading up their equipment- code language for 


hauling their amps and instruments out and then smoking a joint against the van 


"So who's gonna help me?" Cliff asks the group. Lars instantly signs himself up and their two friends from 
Anthrax volunteer as they empty their last beer can. 


"You guys got this, right?" Kirk asks hopefully. 


"Yeah, yeah. You can sit back and relax, princess. You're too fucking scrawny to even cary your own amp." Lars 


jests and nudges his arm playfully. 
"Look who's talking." Kirk chuckles and then Cliff turns to James. 
"You can stay back if you want, man, you and Kirk can clean this shit up" He says signaling around the room. 


"Sure" He shrugs. James doesn't really care anyway, he knows how much Cliff and Lars hate clearing but he 


finds it easier than tearing up his muscles moving Lars’ drum kit. 


The guys split after tossing their empty cans on the table and when they leave, the room becomes too quiet. 
James begins to pick up the empty cans and Kirk trails behind him with the trash can so he can toss them in. 


It only takes two minutes to finish cleaning up and soon, the room looks just as it did before. 
"Well, that was easier than carrying all our shit out” James mutters smugly. 
"And we don't have to stand out there in the cold" Kirk chirps. James chuckles in agreement. 


"Yeah. I'm gonna stay in here until Lars comes and gets us." James says and he walks over to the wall, 
grabbing one of the magazines stacked on the chair. Kirk mirrors him and grabs a magazine as well and sits 
down next to him against the wall. He doesn't speak as he starts to scan the magazine and James thinks that 
that is one of the reasons he likes staying back with Kirk after shows so much. He's as much of an introvert 
as he is shy and that usually makes for a perfect match when James wants nothing more than to sit in 


silence and let his mind process the buzz from both the crowd and the alcohol. 


"Hey, look. This chick has your hair." James nudges Kirk after flipping through multiple pages until he lands on 


the hair care advertisement section Kirk glances over at his page and chuckles. 
"Fuck you, man. You have long hair too, you shouldn't even be talking.’ He scoffs lightheartedly. 


"Yeah but yours is all coily like hers. You even still use that dumb shampoo Lars got you as a gag gift." James 


teases. 


It makes my hair soft!" He exclaims and then reaches over to grab a piece of James’ hair and curls it around 


his finger. "You're just mad yours is all dry and frizzy." 


"If it's that bad, then stop fucking touching it all the damn time." James says and he intends for it to come out 
playfully but it sounds like an accusation to Kirk's ears. 


‘Oh. Sorry, man" Kirk says sheepishly and quickly draws his hand back. James realizes then that his voice 
sounded harsher than he intended it to sound and he also realizes, once again, how pleasant it felt to have 
Kirk's little fingers toying with his hair. It feels different than how it felt to have Dave's grimmy fingers 

pushing back his hair and it doesn't feel shameful or even wrong like it does with Dave. With that thought 


ingrained in him, James feels a sudden craving for Kirk's touch again. It's as if his fingers could wash him of 


Dave's decadence and nothing is more alluring than that. 


"No, | didn't- its alright. H's.nice" James licks his lips nervously as he admits his thoughts. Kirk looks confused 
for a moment but then a hesitant smile forms on his lips and he reaches out again, this time lacking 


confidence. 


"You just need to comb it more often, itll be softer." He says softly and his fingers are now tucking a stray 
lock behind his ear. James nods and offers him a half smile. He doesn't say anything else but he looks at Kirk 
as he combs his fingers through his hair. Kirk stares back at him and doesn't say anything else. 


After a beat of silence, Kirk meekly leans in closer to him. It's so subtle that James doesn't exactly figure out 
what Kirk's trying to do until he tilts his head slightly and glances down at his mouth. His fingers move to the 
back of his hair and they settle there against his scalp as Kirk inches closer. The realization is sudden and it's 
like a bucket of ice cold water. 


James blanks completely. He feels exhausted, mentally and emotionally and physically. He can't even begin to 
comprehend Kirk's actions or that strange look on his face that somehow reminds him of a lost puppy. And he 
doesn't have to because the sudden opening of the dressing room door makes Kirk flinch away and turn 
towards the entrance with wide eyes. He rips his hand away from James' hair and James hisses as Kirk 
accidentally pulls his hair. Kirk doesn't have time to apologize before Lars enters the dressing room, completely 
oblivious to the tension 


"Van's all loaded. You lazy fuckers can come out now." He announces. Kirk jumps up quickly and James follows 
him, grateful to finally leave the stuffy room. As they exit, he tries his best to suppress whatever just 
happened with Kirk and instead tunes into Lars' yapping. 


The Truth ls Stranger Than All My Dreams 
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"No, do that again." James says and Kirk quickly obeys and replays the riff. The guitar is unplugged, eliciting 

only muted plastic sounds that they can only hear being away from the party music. They sit on the grass 

behind the house of one the guys from Armored Saint, a bottle of Smirnoff nudged between them. Its Kirk's 
turn with the guitar and he tries to tinker with the riff they wrote for one of their new songs. 


"Hts not like itll sound the same as earlier." Kirk shrugs as he finishes the riff 

"| know, but. maybe hold the first note a little longer." James suggests 

Kirk nods and plays the riff again just as James suggests and when he's done he looks up at him with a smile. 
"| think that's it" He beams, showing off crooked teeth. 


"Told ya" James chuckles and reaches for the guitar. Kirk hands it to him and then grabs the bottle of vodka 


and takes a swig. 


James plays the same riff as Kirk and then trails on picking at a rhythm section. Kirk watches carefully as he 
downpicks a string of notes and quickly adjusts it into a steady melody. He smiles again in awe. 


"Man, you have enough rhythm to make any drummer jealous. | could never keep it up like you." Kirk 
compliments and James laughs. He doesn't say it out loud, but he's always been grateful Kirk was their lead 
guitarist. James doesn’t think the poor guy has an ounce of rhythm in his body. 


"Yeah? Well, | think you make up for it with those fucking solos." James returns the compliments and Kirk 
blushes. He hands him back the guitar and Kirk eagerly grabs it. He starts playing the solo for Creeping Death 
and James chokes out a laugh at how empty and strange it sounds. Kirk keeps playing with a smirk on his face 
until midway through he shudders and stops. 


"Sounds like a fucking lullaby." He cringes and James laughs again. He offers the guitar to James again who 
shakes his head and instead reclines against the wall. Bored with the guitar, Kirk leans it against the wall beside 
him. 


A quick silence falls as Kirk grabs the Smirnoff again and James begins to pick at the yellowed grass. Kirk then 
leans his shoulder against the wall and looks up at James. 


"You ready for Europe?" Kirk asks and it's obvious from his tone that he isn't ready himself. 


"Yeah, | guess. I've never been outside of the country. Hell, I'd never been outside of California before last 


tour." James replies with a shrug. "What about you? You don't seem too enthusiastic." He nudges him 


lightheartedly. 
"| mean, I'm excited. Really. l'm just gonna miss home, that's it" Kirk sighs. 


James doesn't know what to say. He's never been particularly good at comforting people and he always got 
uncomfortable at first sight of even the slightest displays of vulnerability. But Kirk didn't. He for the most 
part embraced all that touchy-feely shit, especially with Lars. He didn't care what anyone thought of him and 


James had always admired him for that. 
"Well, we'll only be gone for a few months." He says but that does nothing for Kirk 


"I know. ‘S just gonna be hard being away from my family for so long, you know?" He replies but no, James 
doesn't know. He doesn't have family left, not really besides his sister living somewhere on her own. Kirk and 
Lars and Cliff were his only family now, and that's why James didn't really mind roaming around the country, 
even if it became a permanent thing. 


"Hey, we'll still be together, though. That's something, right?" James attempts his best at comfort. Kirk gives 


him a weak smile. 
"Yeah." He says softly. 


"And besides, we'll be having too much fun to dwell on sad shit. We can hit up all those European bars and 
binge German beer." James pokes at his rib gently and even he starts getting excited. 


"Fuck, you're right." Kirk suddenly perks up at that. He smiles and glances up at James again, looking at him 
through his eyelashes. "Thanks man. | appreciate it” 


"Course." James replies and looks down at his hands, fidgeting with his fingers as a silence begins. 


Over the past few weeks, especially during their east coast tour dates, James had drifted closer to Kirk, often 
ending up talking with him until four in the morning after he and Lars (or whoever was his destructive partner 
for the night) had finished fucking around with people. Once the unhinged alcohol haze had diluted into a 
pleasant numbness, he would go off to find Kirk, sometimes even just to listen to him rant about some random 
comic or horror movie- James didn't really mind. Other times, especially when they got to share a hotel room, 
they would sit on the ground against their beds and pass around a guitar for a while until they were too 


emerged in conversation that the guitar was tossed aside. James wouldn't admit it, but those were his favorite 


moments. He even thinks that they're the only thing that keep him from feeling like his life is spinning rapidly 
without control, like a freight train without a brake. 


"lm gonna go find the bathroom." Kirk interrupts the silence and James’ tired thoughts. 


"Kay. You better come back, though." James teases, knowing how easily distracted Kirk is and how persistent 
Lars‘ blabbering could be if he ran into him. 


"lll be right back" Kirk promises and then he disappears behind the corner. 


James grabs the bottle of Smirnoff and downs the rest of it, hoping that maybe Kirk will come back with 


another bottle or even a pair of beers. 


While he waits for Kirk, he leans back against the wall and closes his eyes for a moment. His alcohol-fuzzy 
thoughts start to ramble on from their agenda for the next weeks to the songs they have to record and then 
back to Kirk. James thinks about how close he's been getting with Kirk, how much he's enjoyed sitting with him 
away from people and music and just talking until the sun starts to peek out. He doesn't really know what that 
means, he doesn't really feel that way about his other friends but James decides that he doesn't want to deal 
with unraveling that right now so he simply pushes that away for another time. 


A sudden air of commotion distracts James away from his thoughts and his ears perk up at the sound of 
angry shouting coming from around the house. James normally prefers to stray away from drunken fights but 
seeing as Kirk still hasn't come back, he figures he can go look for him, maybe pry him away from whoever 
was probably holding him captive in conversation and at the same time take a peek at whatever fight was 


unfolding in the front yard. So James stands up and makes his way to the front of the house. 

The fight becomes louder and between the almost obnoxious music in the background and other people 
chatting, James hears Lars’ voice. Of course it's fucking Lars in a fight, the fucker probably said something he 
shouldn't have to someone he shouldn't have. And then he hears a familiar voice and once his brain processes 
it, there are chills running down his spine. Dave? What the fuck Dave doing here? He walks closer to the 
commotion, stopping at the edge of the small crowd beside a lemon tree. 

"You have no fucking right being here!" Lars’ voice is finally clear and its slurred and furious. 

"Shut the fuck up, Lars!" Dave retaliates, probably equally drunk as Lars or even worse. 


"No, you shut your trap, Mustaine! Nobody fucking invited you, what the fuck do you want now?" 


"What do | want? Right now | just wanna drink my fuckin’ booze in peace but instead | have to lisen to you 
bitch about the same old shit again!" 


"Because you're picking fights with my fucking friends! And that beer isn't even for you, we bought that for 


our fucking party!" Lars argues, almost as worked up as Dave is. 


"You stingy motherfucker, how the fuck did you pay for the beer? With the money you got from stealing my 


fucking songs?" Dave sneers. 


"And there he fucking goes again!" Lars exasperates and rolls his eyes dramatically. "Get the fuck over it 
already, it's been literally months since that shit." 


"No, I'm not going to fucking get over it! You guys took all my work and shit all over it! And on top of that you 
hire some cheap ass replacement that can barely keep up with my shit!" He hisses. 


"Come on, man, | didn't fucking do anything to you." Kirk speaks suddenly from beside Lars and it takes Dave 


and even Lars by surprise. 


"Was | fucking talking to you?" Dave growls, sharply turning to Kirk and letting his scowl spread deeper into his 
face. Kirk almost backs away with his tail between his legs but maybe it was the extra swig of Smirnoff he 
had earlier or all the adrenaline that makes him step up closer to Dave. 


"You're just mad that I'm in Metallica and you're not, huh? Well, too fucking bad" Kirk doesn't realize it, but he 
dangles himself in front of Dave like a piece of Sunday meat. Dave stares at him for a second, almost too 
impressed by his stupidity to react. But within a split second, his face contorts into a menacing scowl and he 
swings his fist socking Kirk right in the nose. 


It happens too fast and Kirk is suddenly on the ground pressing his hand against his nose and crimson blood 
flowing from under his fingers. James drops all hesitation and sprints toward Kirk, away from the shadows 
from where he watched the exchange. Lars is yelling at Dave, throwing insults that blur together with the 
commotion. James kneels down and grabs Kirk's arm, placing a gentle hand under his chin and examining his 


face. 


"He fucking asked for it!" Is the first thing James hears clearly between Dave and Lars' back and forth. That 
prompts James to look up from Kirk's face, a sudden fury shadowing over his face. Dave is already looking at 
James and when they make eye contact, James can see the exact moment when Dave's eyes flash with selfish 


regret. He doesn't say another word before stalking away, a cloud of tension following behind him. 


"lm gonna kill that motherfucker," Lars seethes but before he can run to chase Dave, James stands up and 
grabs him by the arm. 


"IFs no fucking use, Lars, he's already pissed at you. You stay with Kirk, I'll go handle him" James hisses. Lars 
looks conflicted, between the alcohol clouding his judgement and the rage filing his eyes, he chews on his lip 
before sigh and nodding. 


Fine, whatever. You better beat his ass, Hetfield No fucking mercy, look at what he did to Kirk” Lars points 
back at Kirk on the ground and when James looks at him, Kirk 
almost looks betrayed. 


James doesn't really have any time to say anything to Kirk, to apologize for leaving him bleeding on the grass 
and instead chasing after Dave when Lars could've probably handled him or at least scared him off from the 
party. He simply turns towards when're Dave stumbled off to and with just a couple of steps, he can already 
see him about to turn the corner of the street. 


Dave is slow and stumbling his way on the sidewalk. It doesn't take much effort for James to reach him and 


when he does he grabs his arm, yanking him around and forcing him to face James. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?" James growls and before Dave can even answer, he lowers his voice to a 


strict hiss. "And what the fuck are you even doing here? Weren't you in fucking Los Angeles?" 


| was. And what, aren't you happy to see me? You looked like someone fucking kicked your puppy when | left." 
Dave slurs. James clenches his jaw, doing his best to control the anger quickly bubbling in him. 


“That's in the fucking past, Dave! We said whatever that was was gonna be the end of it. But that's not even 
the fucking point, what the fuck gave you the right to lay a hand on Kirk?" James can't resist the way his 


voice raises again and his face flushes. 
"Is that really what you're mad about?" Dave's tone is insultingly accusatory. 


"Of course it is! You can't go around punching people whenever you please! And Kirk didn't fucking do anything 


to you." He exclaims. 
"Oh come on! You saw him, James. Fucking asshole was asking for it!" Dave whines. 


"Asking for it? You better be fucking glad no one swinged at you, you weren't even supposed to be at the 
fucking party!" James barks 


"Well, | was fucking leaving anyway! Why're you so pissy, though? I've seen you beat the shit out of people 
before, hell, even of fucking Lars and you didn't get this fucking bitchy about it" Dave huffs and crosses his 


arms like a petulant child. 


"That doesn't give you the fucking right to touch Kirkl.. Okay?" James feels his face burn hot with rage. He 
looks at Dave and watches him swallow back whatever mornic thing he's about to say. But then the 
insufferable cockiness returns to his face and his lip curls up slyly. James knows he's about to drop some 


idiotic nonsense so before he can open his mouth, he turns and takes one step away before Dave speaks. 


"Does your fucking boyfriend know what we did, Jamie? Does he?" Dave's tone is piercing and it sends a chil 
down James’ spine. He freezes and then spins back to Dave, the scowl returning to his face. Dave shows him 


no regard, no decency or mercy so James clenches his jaw and shows him none in return. 


"| don't want to ever see you again, you hear that? Stay the fuck away from Kirk and from me. If | ever see 
you near him again | swear I'll fucking kill you, Mustaine." He hisses with a callous finality in his words that 
make the smugness dissipate from Dave's demeanor. He doesn't spare him another look before turning on his 


heel and heading back to the party to look for Lars and Kirk. 


Even though his words were frigid and cruel, James can't help the heartbreak when it's his turn to walk away 
from Dave. His legs feel stiff, only moving so quickly to avoid turning back and taking everything back. James 
wonders if he'll see Dave again. He's stubborn - that's for fucking sure- but he also isn't stupid enough to 
risk himself after the weight of James’ words and his threat. But then James thinks about Kirk, how it 
could've been much worse knowing Dave's violent tendencies and his drunken carelessness. He thinks about how 
this thing he has with Dave could end up tearing down everything he and the guys have built with Metallica, 
how their hard work and their songs and their friendship could all disappear in the flash of an eye if James 
kept chasing after Dave and further betraying his bandmates. That's all James needs to process before he can 
truly allow himself to turn the corner back to the house party. 


James finds Lars and Kirk in the backyard. Lars is ranting angrily about Dave and Kirk simply sits and listens 
holding a rag up to his nose. When Kirk spots James heading towards them, he perks up and his eyes brighten 


up. 
"Hey." He greets him cautiously and Lars whips around and glares. 


"Did you catch the fucker? Please tell me you choked him with that stupid orange mop on his head!" Lars 
begins to get riled up again 


"No, but don't worry, | made sure the fucker won't come near us again" James says, hoping Lars won't pester 
him for more details. 


"Ugh." Lars rolls his eyes. "I should've gone after him, James! Mustaine only understands one language and 
that's violence." 


"| said | fucking took care of it, Lars." James snaps. 


"Fine. Well since you're such a fucking hero then you can finish patching him up" Lars huffs as he stands up 
and starts to walk back to the front of the house. "I just hope he doesn't fucking come back for more!" 


James ignores his last remark and sits down cross legged in front of Kirk. He quickly examines his face, 


satisfied to see that his nose appears to retain its shape and most of the blood had already been wiped away. 


"You okay?" James asks softly, the guilt making its way back into his system. He fleetingly wonders if it 


would've been better to let Lars handle Dave while he cleaned up Kirk's face instead. 


"Yeah. It was nothing really. Could've been worse." Kirk shrugs. Always the optimist: 


‘lm sorry. You shouldn't have to deal with Dave's bullshit. He's still mad at Lars and |, you were just the 


closest one to take it out on" James explains sympathetically. 


"I know James, it's okay. Really. | knew you guys had some shit in the past, | knew what | was signing myself up 
for when | joined" Kirk looks at him warmly, like his face isn't aching and he wasn't just about to stumble over 


drunk fifteen minutes ago. 


"You're too fucking rice sometimes, Quirk" James sighs and ruffles his hair. Kirk smiles and looks down at their 
hands and doesn't say anything. James falls silent too and starts picking at the grass. He only stops himself 
once there's too much dirt under his nails and he realizes he doesn't want to have to clean that out later. 


Kirk watches him silently as he stops picking at the dirt and then moves his hand to rest over James’. He 
allows him a second to pull away and when he doesn't, Kirk pushes further and wraps his bony fingers around 
his own. They feel cold against his skin, skeletal even, but James finds it pleasant and a rice contrast from 
where his thoughts threaten to slip away to. Kirk scoots closer to him and finally looks up and flashes him a 
nervous smile. James returns it along with a breathy chuckle that sounds more nervous than he even feels 
himself. That is enough of an encouragement for Kirk so he leans in further to him until James can smell the 


shampoo in his hair. 


It shouldn't take him by surprise when Kirk leans in and kisses him but it does. It's a gentle clumsy kiss, his 
movements are careful and mellow. Kirk himself is soft- he's kind and warm and good. He tastes like fruity 


alcohol and it's so pleasant and relieving that for a second, James feels his soul become lighter. 


James wants to enjoy the feeling of Kirk's lips pressed against his but as crushingly inconvenient as always, 
thoughts of Dave intrude the moment. He thinks about what he did to him months earlier in the dressing 
room, he thinks about the sounds they made, the filthy words they spoke to each other and the sick 
satisfaction they got after pressing and pulling against each other and instantly, James feels gross. It's like 
that sticky feeling after being in the sun for too long after running; it's icky and James wants nothing more 
than for it to go away and to feel clean again. Clean of Dave, of his sin, of his mistakes and of every feeling 
that had been nagging at his sanity for months now. He just wants to be clean for Kirk and to enjoy the oddly 
sweet gesture that should've felt more pure than it does. 


Kirk pulls away from him after only a second. He's blushing and smiling hesitantly at the floor as he awaits 
James' reaction. James forgets to breathe, still partly caught up in his own mind he doesn't really know what 


to say. 


"Um, wow. Okay." James breathes shakily, internally cursing himself for being just so amazingly creative with 
his words. Kirk looks up, his doe eyes wide and hopeful and the possibility of ever hurting him crushes James. 


"Was that okay?" Kirk asks shyly and James knows he has to make a decision. He stares at Kirk, much longer 
than he should, and he forces his brain to forget Dave. He shuts down those voices in the back of his mind 


whispering unsteady scenarios into his head and he focuses his attention solely on Kirk. 


"Is more than okay." James whispers and Kirk smiles at that. He leans down and kisses him again without 
question, bringing a hand up to his cheek until the voices in his head are drowned out by the feel of Kirk's 


touch against his arm. 


Kirk pulls away first with a small grin already playing on his lips. James opens his eyes and finds him already 
looking at him with a strange tenderness that he's not sure he'll ever get used to. He pushes back another 
curly strand that fell over his face, taking the chance to stroke his cheek with his thumb hoping that even an 
ounce of the gratitude and warmth that he feels in his chest is able to translate over touch. Kirk leans into 
the touch and then rests his head against the wall, turning away from James and looking at the sky. 


James isn't sure what's going to happen in the future, or even what will become of him and Kirk tomorrow, 
but he knows that whatever happens is going to provide more stability than other roads he could've taken. At 
least he's almost sure of that. 
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Author's Notes: 
Sorry for a slow update! This chapter is a bit shorter and kind of a filler in a way but there will be some not 


so drastic time jumps coming up soonl! 


February 22 1184, Copenhagen 


James watches Lars scrunch his nose as he listens to the recording, his tongue poking through his lips in 


concentration. Once the recording comes to an end, Lars beams. 
"Fucking sick, man! The kids are gonna eat this shit up!" He laughs and lightly punches James in the arm. 


"The drums don't sound so bad either." James returns the enthusiasm. Right now, they had only been listening 


to the rhythm sections, Lars had done a few recordings with the drums and vocals would be starting next. 
"Gee thanks, Hetfield. That's not what you were saying last week." Lars scoffs. James rolls his eyes. 


"Get over it, Ulrich" He says dismissively and then presses play on the next recording. They listen carefully 


and once it ends, Lars sighs. 


‘It sounds so good, the whole song does. | just think its a load of bullshit that Mustaine wrote this tiny part of 
Ride and we have to give him credit." Lars huffs. James exhales, he most definitely does not want to deal with 
this right now. 


Its not that big of a deal. Not like we have to announce it every time we play it. | bet you no one will even 
notice." James shrugs. He instinctively wants to reach for a beer but he knows that there isn't any near his 
reach. 

"| guess. | just know he'll get a fucking kick out of it" Lars frowns at the thought. 

"Maybe." He mumbles. And Lars isn't all that wrong, James thinks. Dave will defintely flaunt and exploit that 
writing credit as much as he possibly can. In fact, it would surprise him if he didn't try to gain or even 
capitalize from it in some way. 


"Speaking of.. you've talked to Dave recently?" Lars asks, eyeing him carefully almost suspiciously. 


"No. Why? You think I'd want to talk to him after what he did to Kirk?" James answers quicker than Lars 
liked. 


"No, but," Lars hesitates, "you guys were pretty close. And Dave és pretty insistent so | wouldn't blame you." 


"Still. Got no reason to talk to him." James says strictly and hopes that Lars will stop prying. He doesn't like to 
keep secrets from Lars (and is usually pretty bad at doing so), but his involvement with Dave is the one thing 
he'll try everything to keep in the shadows. 


"Alright. | believe you." Lars says but something in his voice tells James that he knows he's bluffing. And 
maybe he's right because Lars continues on. "Because you know how dangerous he is, right? We almost lost 
that show because of him and if we get involved with him again, who knows what the consequences will be. 
Could be a show, could be our record deal, hell, he could even end up having us fuckin’ blacklisted. For 


Mustaine, the fuckin’ sky's the limit" 


James looks away. He really does know that, he just wishes Lars would drop the subject already. If he didn't 
know that, he would probably be screwing Dave in illicit meetings every chance he got and besides, he's barely 
even been thinking of him lately. James has been too preoccupied with the recording and keeping under wraps 
this new thing with Kirk that he hasn't had much time to truly dwell on the past. Well. if he didn't count those 
times in the shower where his mind would suddenly stray to his hazy memories from that dressing room, or 
those long nights after too much smirnoff (but not enough to black out) where his heart would begin to 
weirdly ache after a fleeting memory of some obscure memory of Dave back in ‘82. But not, those definitely 
do not count, or at least James tries his best to pretend they don't. 


"Yeah, | know." James mutters after he realizes he's been holding his breath. 


"Okay. Cool. | hope you hold onto that sentiment, James. Don't want your stupid actions fucking up everything 


for the band" Lars could've gone on but James interrupts him. 


"For fuck's sake, Lars, | fucking get it, alright?" James hisses as his irritation finally bursts. Lars doesn't take 


offense, he just raises his eyebrow and looks almost smug at his outburst. 
"Geez, James. You need to relax." He doesn't even attempt to hide the smirk in his voice. 


"Just shut up. And play the next track, that's what we're here for, right?" James reminds him and Lars sighs 


and nods. 
"Fine. Let's see how this next one turned out" He reaches over to press play on the track 


Although the tension still clouds the room, Lars seems to finally drop the conversation as he focuses intently 
on the recording. That's the one (and maybe the only) thing James really respects about him, he's determined 
and so driven that if they ever take off, he's sure itll be greatly thanks to him. 


James himself is immersed in the music too, surprisingly pleased with the first outtake of the riff. They're 
only interrupted when the door opens and Kirk strolls in. With his entrance, James relaxes and he can almost 


visualize the tension slowly oozing out of the room like San Francisco fog. 


"Hey guys!" He greets them and then turns to Lars. "Flemming's asking for you, Lars. He probably wants to look 


over some tracks." 


"Oh. Alright, I'll go see what he wants. He's probably better company than Hetfield, anyway." Lars gibes, giving 
James a last glance before he heads out the room. Kirk watches him leave and when he does, he turns to 


James with a curiosity. 


"Everything good?" He asks. His eyes are wide, full of warmth and understanding that James finally feels the 


guilt from his conversation with Lars sink in. 
"Yeah. You know Lars, just likes to yap and start shit" He replies casually. 


"Yup, sounds like Lars." Kirk chuckles. "But if there's something bothering you, you know you can tell me, 
right?" 


"I know. It's fine, really. Just need a beer." James attempts to lighten the tone. He seems to buy it and he 
offers him a sympathetic smile. 


Kirk then leans in and presses a gentle kiss to his lips. He knows James by now, how cautious he is and how 
"not here, someone could walk in" had become a staple in his vocabulary, so he pulls away quickly after only a 
peck. James, however, doesn't seem to mind as much as other times. A dumb grin settles on his face and Kirk 
can't help but return it. 


"Or, more of this would be nice." James whispers before pulling him back into a kiss. Maybe it's just to shut 
him up and cease any further discussion of his feelings, but Kirk doesn't mind and eagerly accepts James’ 


gesture. 


"We probably have around an hour before Lars comes back. And Cliff's in the practice room." Kirk breathes 
into his lips, pressing closer to him until he's almost sitting on his lap. He slithers his hand down James’ waist 
until it rests suggestively on top of his thigh. James chuckles nervously and glances away. 


"Yeah, um, not here. Let's just listen to the recordings we have right now, okay?" James proposes, hoping with 
everything he has that Kirk doesn't notice the hesitation in his voice. 


‘Oh..okay. That sounds fun too." He replies, never the one to contradict him. 


"Cool. If we finish soon enough, we might even have a week or so to pay home a visit." James smiles and Kirk 


perks up at that. 


"That would be nice, huh?" He beams and leans in for one more kiss before shifting to sit next to him. James 
isn't sure at all if they'll have the time to visit home, but even if its nothing but false hope in Kirk's eyes, 
he's happy to keep that going until he can. 


Keep Me Going Til The Night Turns To Day 


Author's Notes: 
Hi guys, its been a whilel! | hope y'all enjoy this chapter. I'll try to update much sooner next time ! 


January 25 1985, Brooklyn 


James takes a swig of his beer as lars continues to yap away about some girl he met at the show last week 
Never being the one to stick to one chick at a time, they had heard the same story with a different name 
pretty much every week. It's almost mechanical at this point and James is confident that he can recite Lars’ 
tall tales if he really wanted to. Hot chick at the bar, he buys her a drink, somehow charms her into talking to 
him, takes her back to his room and gets what he describes as the best blowjob ever. Same old shit. 


"Man, it's nice to have you guys back" John says as Lars shuts up for a second to swallow the remainder of 
his drink. With the alcohol in his system, James isn't even sure if that was supposed to be sarcastic or not 


but he chuckles anyway. 
"You really missed this asshole's fairytales?" James smirks and Lars rolls his eyes at him. 


"Shut the fuck up, Hetfield. You're just jealous that you don't get any." Lars snorts and the rest of the guys 
crack up as if he had just made the joke of the fucking century. 


"Oh, fuck off. | just have more decency than you." James scoffs and Lars laughs again, reaching over to pat 


him on the shoulder. 


"Whatever makes you feel better, buddy." Lars giggles and begins to ramble on with John and Joey about their 
own conquests. James finds himself significantly more enthralled with Joey's recounting of his Thursday night 


than he did with Lars' recycled tale. 


James tries his best to listen to them as much as he can without letting his mind or his eyes wander too 
much. At first, he only looks away for a second as he hears a bottle break Being the curious man he is, he 
glances quickly at the bar, his ears still focused on Lars and Joey, and when he starts turning away, a flash of 
ginger hair catches his eye. Or he thinks it does. James whips around again and darts his eyesight all over the 
place looking for that orange hair. He swears he's not going crazy. Or is he? Maybe he's lost it this time. 
Maybe its his mind warning him that nothing good comes out of whatever... this is. Maybe it was even 
someore else. Dave Mustaine isn't the only redhead, especially not in the middle of a crowded Brooklyn bar. 
And, would Dave really have the balls to show up here after James’ threat? James isn't sure. He's not sure if 


Dave would be bold enough or even if that threat was ever real to begin with. 


With his mind darting everywhere and nowhere, James just hopes that Lars doesn't notice him looking away 
every few seconds, he hopes that he's too drunk on his own to really care about anything but his current 
storyline. But Lars doesn't seem even the least bit privy to his troubles, so James doesn't bother to 
dissimulate too much. 

Kirk! There ya are, where the fuck you been?" Lars suddenly yells out and a moment later, Kirk plops down on 
the sofa beside James. With a sudden sense of hyper awareness, James notices how close Kirk rests against 
him, how their thighs press together and Kirk almost leans completely on him. 


| was with Tom, he was doing some crazy beer pong in the back" Kirk says loudly over the music. 


"James has been looking for you." Lars says suddenly mischievous, "Couldn't keep himself from looking around 
for one minute." He laughs and downs the rest of his beer. 


"Fuck off, Lars." James frowns, feeling his cheeks flush. On the bright side, he feels his concern for Dave fade 
away as he deals with Kirk and Lars instead. 


‘Oh really?" Kirk giggles, the alcohol heavy on his breath. He presses even closer to James and lays his head on 
his shoulder. 


"Aw, you two are killing me." Lars teases. "I'm gonna get another drink, you guys want something?" 

‘lm good" Kirk says and James shakes his head as well. Lars leaves them, bouncing with energy and James is 
sure he'll find a group of new friends before he even reaches the fridge. Joey takes control of the 
conversation when Lars leaves and starts talking about the new album they're working on. John's interest is 
piqued with that and just like that, they start discussing among themselves. 

"Hey James?" Kirk whispers softly against his ear and James feels shivers running up his spine. 

"Hm?" He hums in response and catches himself glancing around the room once again. 

‘lm kinda getting tired" Kirk says. 

"Oh, you gonna go back to the hotel?" James asks, turning to Kirk and then sneaking a glance behind his 
shoulder. There's still no sign of ginger hair and James starts to convince himself that it was nothing but 
wishful (and sinful) hallucinations. 

"Yeah. Walk me there? | left my key in the room." Kirk asks with hopeful eyes. 


"Okay." James shrugs and then turns to Joey and John. "I'll be back in a few, Kirk left his key in the room." 


"Sure" John says, uninterested. 


"Get us another bottle on your way back!" Joey half jokes. 
‘Only if you're paying." James chuckles. 


"Put it on Lars’ tab." Joey suggests mischievously and James definitely considers it more than he should as he 


follows Kirk out of the bar. 


The Brooklyn air is sharp and it reminds James of the coldness of Denmark. Wanting to escape a likely case of 
hypothermia, he hurries behind Kirk as he drags himself to their motel next door. What a lovely relief that 
Lars had managed to book them into the last two rooms or else they would've been stuck couch surfing with 


some poor bastard, likely a friend of a friend of a friend. 


"Thank god the fucking elevator works." James mutters as they reach the doors and almost immediately, a 
couple strolls out of the elevator. He feels like he's still recovering from that time in Germany when their 
room was conveniently on the last floor and the elevator was out of service. The best part? They had been 


drunk as shit when they found out and that trip up the stairs had not been fun 


As they wait for the elevator to reach the fourth floor, Kirk sneaks a few glances at him but all James can 
think about is going back to the bar, getting another drink and then maybe growing the balls to investigate if 
his mind had just been deluded or if the flash of orange hair had really been what he thought it was. So what 
if he was correct? What is he even going to do about it? James doesn't want to think about it at all. And he 
doesn't have to; he's momentarily pulled away from his mind as he feels Kirk's hand gently slip into his. He 
wraps his nimble fingers around his, almost tentatively and it reminds him of the way they used to sneak 
touches during the first two months after they started whatever this is. James returns the embrace and he 
even finds comfort in the familiar feel of the calluses on Kirk's fingers. But at the same time, he starts to 
feel the guilt pool at the pit of his stomach when his mind sinfully tries to drift back to images of phantom 


orange hair. 


Thankfully, the elevator opens just as he feels himself start to go down a rabbit hole and Kirk coaxes him out 
into the hallway, still grabbing onto his hand. He leads them to their room two doors down from the elevator 
and James quickly reaches into his pocket to grab the key and unlock the door. 


"There you go." He mumbles, ushering Kirk inside. James had just planned to open the door for him quickly but 
now, he starts to seriously consider throwing on another layer underneath his shirt. But he doesn't have much 


time to even remember where he put his suitcase before Kirk is pulling him by his hand and then into a kiss. 


James certainly was not expecting that but he follows along with Kirk's clumsy movements. He can taste the 
mint balm on his lips and he can smell the smoky remains of weed on his jacket. He's not sure if it's the smell 


or the left over guilt from earlier that makes his stomach flip. 


After only a couple of messy kisses, Kirk walks him back until James feels the back of his knees hit the edge 
or the bed. Kirk presses a rushed kiss to the edge of his mouth before he pulls away and pushes him onto the 


mattress and once he's seated on the edge, Kirk straddles his thighs and leans in to resume their kiss. It's 
sloppy and disoriented and James tries his best to lead his over-enthusiastic movements. 


Kirk's hands are all over his body, on his face and his chest and his neck and they're gripping everything they 
can. James keeps one hand on Kirk's waist and the other he brings up to his face, stroking small caresses into 
his cheekbone almost as if to simmer down the heat of the moment. 


He finds himself surprised when Kirk's innocent movements become intentional and he starts to grind their 
groins together. They've only gone this far- making out after shows and in between practices, but never 
anything else. Kirk always seemed eager for sure, his eyes even seemed disappointed when he would try to 
initiate something and James would immediately turn him down or pretend something came up. It was always 
practice or "Lars will come in’ or it's not the right time or simply "I'm not in the mood right now". And Kirk 
had always understood and never said about James' reluctance to take things further. It had been almost a 


year since their affair started and Kirk had never once complained about anything. 


Kirk rolls his hips against him and that jolts James away from his thoughts again. He desperately tries to 
catch up with Kirk's speed and the way he kisses him like nothing else in the world matters. He keeps grinding 
against him and to his surprise, James finds himself beginning to get hard. It's not too difficult with Kirk's body 
heat and his weight on his lap, but he knows he has to put a stop to it. He's not sure why, though, he just 
does it by instinct now. 


James reaches up to Kirk's cheeks and cups his face and pulls him away. Kirk tries to kiss him again but 
James interferes. 


"Hey, hey. Take it easy." He whispers and Kirk furrows his eyebrow. 

"What?" 

"Weren't you tired?" James asks. Kirk stares at him like he grew another head. His confusion quickly turns into 
disappointment and even quicker into something unreadable that James isn't even sure he could decipher with 


sobriety. 


"James, are you not into me?" He asks straightforwardly, his voice trying to be assertive until it shakes at the 


end. 

"What? No! Of course | am." He protests and quickly pulls him down into a quick peck. 

"Then why are you being so weird? Every time we get here, you do everything to avoid sex. Is there 
something wrong?" Kirk asks meekly. He looks like a hurt puppy and James feels like shit looking at him knowing 


that Kirk's confusion is very valid after everything they've been through. 


"l- no. Its just.. | do want to do this, believe me. But | wanted it to be special, to be good" James says, tucking 
away a strand of hair behind his ear. He wonders if Kirk buys it. Waiting for the right moment yeah right, 


James, as if they all hadn't been sleeping before he and Kirk got involved. But what is he supposed to say, | 
can't have sex with you because I've been fantasizing about Dave mustaine every time | fall asleep next to 
you? Because | still think about that steamy night with Dave when I'm in the shower? Because if you ever find 
out about this you'd hate me? All of those are much closer to the truth, but James is willing to die before 


ever speaking them out loud. 


Ill be good any way, really. But I'm not going to push you, James. Ever." He reassures. James chews on his 
cheek and stares at him, weighing the situation. Looking at Kirk, at the strange mixture of hurt and confusion 
in his eyes, he nods. He's not sure if he bought it, maybe he saw through his lies and thought something else 
was going on, that would explain the hurt. Or maybe he did buy it and he just thought that James hid his 
reasons from him for a whole year. James isn't sure which is worse. He does know, though, that Kirk has 
given him so much; so much of his time and his understanding and his tenderness. So he decides it's his turn 


to try. 


"Okay. Well, um, we can keep going. If you want to." James says softly, his voice feeling unstable as it comes 
out. Kirk's eyes light up and he hesitates before he smiles gently. 


"You sure?" His voice drops down to a whisper. 
"Yeah." 
"Okay. We can stop at any time, alright?" 


"Yeah, okay." James tries his best to hide his reservations as Kirk glances at him carefully before he leans 
back into him and kisses him. The taste of alcohol is still strong in their breaths but somehow along the 


confrontation, James thinks he even sobered up a little. 


He definitely feels the sobering take effect as Kirk's hips continue to roll against his and his kisses become 
harder as if they hadn't just had an interruption His thin fingers tear away from his face and he starts 
pulling at James shirt, pulling away so he can peel it off his body. James lets him and once his shirt is off, he 
returns the favor and pulls Kirk's shirt over his head. Kirk looks satisfied with his engagement and looking at 


him, James knows he has to do everything he can to make it up to him for, well, everything he's done. 


James grabs Kirk's waist and pushes him into the bed, crawling on top of him and straddling his hips. He cups 
his face and leans down to kiss him again, hoping that his touch is gratifying enough. Kirk is into it, embracing 


his back and pulling him closer to him until their skin almost becomes one. 


With the year of pent up emotion, Kirk doesn't waste time in shoving his hand into James’ pants. He palms him 
through the thin layer of his briefs and James hisses into his lips when he feels his hand wrap around his 
cock. It's definitely been a while since he last felt someone else's touch on his skin so intimately and James 
would be lying if he said he hadn't fantasized about this very moment one too many times, sometimes it would 
even blur with his fantasies involving Dave. Dave? Now? Seriously? As they start to flood in, he tries his best 


to push down the bubbling memories of his last encounter with Dave. But even as Kirk's hand becomes more 


confident and his rhythm faster, he thinks how their hands felt hot against each other that night, and how 


sinful and indulgent the entire experience left him. 


James fights his mind He kisses Kirk harder, and Kirk is too concentrated on jerking him off that his own lips 
move uncoordinated against his and James ends up bumping their teeth together. He runs his hands through 
Kirk's curly mess of hair as he moves away from his lips to trail clumsy kisses down his jaw until he reaches 
his throat. Kirk's skin is soft and it smells so good and just so familiar and comforting that James sinks right 
into him and he knows at that moment that he's completely under his spell for the night. 


Through their alcoholic haze, all of their clothes end up in piles on the floor. Kirk is touching James all over 
once his body is bare. His small hands grab onto his back pulling him closer to him creating a pleasant friction 
between them. When Kirk pulls away from their kiss and whispers into his ear that he's ready, James swallows 
back his nerves and reservations and gives him what he wants, what they both want. He grabs Kirk's hand, 
pinning it against the bed next to his head and intertwining their fingers like they do in the solitude of empty 
dressing rooms. Kirk's eyes are wide and expectant and just so full of adoration that James can't bear to look 
him in the eye as he finally pushes inside of him. The little breathy noise that Kirk chokes out is the only thing 


that makes James regain that eye contact and he stops mid-movement, making sure that Kirk is alright. 


"S okay. Keep going.” Kirk whispers and James nods and obeys him until he's fully inside of him and Kirk looks 
equally pained and satisfied. 


It doesn't take too long for him to adjust and once his chest relaxes, Kirk gently coaxes James into moving. He 
builds up a slow pace at first, watching Kirk's face for any sign of regret or a sudden "hey, | don't want to do 
this anymore." But he doesn't get any of that, instead, Kirk pulls him down into a kiss that feels soothing and 
all too emotionally destructive. It's too loving, too full of care and unsaid words that James knows he doesn't 


deserve to hear. 


As he kisses him, James suddenly thinks about Dave again- how his lips felt against his and how their 
encounter in the dressing room felt untouchable. As he fucks him, he tries his best to push aside his usual 
fantasies and concentrate on him only. Its what he deserves and James will be damned if he gives Kirk less 


than that. 


When his thrusts become harsher, Kirk starts moaning little breathless whines into his mouth and when he 
digs his blunt nails into his back, James is pulled away from his ruminating thoughts and he becomes hyper 
aware of how Kirk feels under him. Kirk is soft and small and he's so tight and warm that James can't believe 
he even let his mind stray for a second. He pulls away from their attempted kiss to admire him- the way his 
eyes are shut in pleasure and his lips are red and puffy from James' teeth. Kirk opens his eyes when he 
senses his gaze and he smiles softly at him before bringing him back down to his lips. 


With the pent up anticipation and the cloud of alcohol surrounding them, they don't last much longer. James 
comes first and Kirk follows him and once he reaches that euphoric peak, James forgets everything else other 


than Kirk. He doesn't even care when his mind hallucinates orange hair splayed against the bed- it's still Kirk 


under him, it's still Kirk with his hands clinging to him and it's still Kirk who presses one last kiss to his lips 
before the haze dissipates. 


Once their high begins to go down, James rolls off of Kirk and lays next to him staring up at the ceiling. Kirk is 
still breathing shallowly and his skin feels hotter in the aftermath. He finally turns to him and giggles 


nervously. 


"That was good." He says and James can hear the smile on his lips. He glances down at him and does in fact 
see the dumb grin on his face that he measily attemps to hide. 


"Yeah?" James can't help his own smile. 
"Yeah." Kirk purrs and pulls himself closer to lay his head on his chest. 


They lay like that for some countless minutes just feeling each other's breaths and heart beats. James plays 
with Kirk's fuzzy hair and twirls strands around his fingers as Kirk traces circles into his rib cage. 


| can't believe we waited that long." James mumbles into his hair. Kirk chuckles. 
"It was well worth it" He answers and then yawns into his shoulder. 


"Yeah." And it really was, James thinks. It was good, everything about Kirk is good and he knows that if he 
sticks around with him, soon enough all of the skeletons in his closet might just disappear. 


Hopefully. 


Ive Been Searching For A Trail To Follow Again 


Author's Notes: 
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June 1185, Los Angeles 


Dave presses the play button again as soon as the recording stops. What is it, his third time replaying it 
today? He doesn't really care, it's not like he has much else to do unless he wants to go out drinking with 


David and their friends. He'd rather do that alone, just for tonight. 


The recording starts and the intro to Last Rites echoes in the room. Yes, the album is complete, it has been 
for a while and it's coming out next week. But Dave still feels weirdly anxious about it. What if he could've 
fixed this part? Or maybe played that solo faster? Or he could've extended that note- that would've sounded 


heavier. 


Its become an obsession for him over the past few days. Sitting in the studio alone, listening to their 
recordings countless times and then dwelling on useless what-ifs. He feels silly about it, incompetent even, at 
times. But the worst part isn't even that, it's what started this whole mess. Dave is ashamed to even admit 


it. 


It began last week when he and David tried out a new bar in the outskirts of the city. It had been pretty neat 
at first, the music was loud and fast, there was everything from Motörhead to Venom blasting from the 
speakers and the drinks were cheap and tharkfully strong. Everything was great until Welcome To Hell ended 
and a familiar song started. It only took one second before he recognized the song and he froze up like a deer 


in headlights. Whiplash was playing on the speakers, loud and clear and completely inescapable. 


It had been a really long while since he last listened to that song, always prohibiting their music at parties and 
luckily never hearing it out in public. He never heard the record either when it first came out two years ago, 
much less their new one from last summer. Dave didn't know if he was strong enough to put himself through 
that, so he didn't even bother. He knew disarray was bound to happen, whether it was going to be red hot 


fury and smashed bottles, or crushing dejection and tear-stained skin, it was a gambler's draw. 


He stood in shock as the song progressed quickly and furiously. It sounded fast- faster than he remembered 
and good Dave hated it, he hated them, he hated himself. In that moment, there was nothing he wanted more 
than to escape- to run away from the bar and from the music and everything that came flooding in with it. 
But he stayed frozen. With his hand clenched around his beer, he felt the heat build up in his fist but the 

sudden anger in his cheeks felt hotter. He kept listening until the song ended and there were humiliating tears 


forming in his eyes. 


Dave didn't stay much longer after that and instead stumbled over to the corner store next door and bought 
himself a bottle of cheap liquor. He then headed back to his room where after drinking half the bottle, his 
insanity began, 


He hated Metallica He hated Lars, he hated Cliff, he absolutely hated Kirk, but more than anything, he despised 
James. His stupid face, his stupid guitar, his stupid voice, everything about him. He would rather die than ever 
have to listen to them play his ripped off songs on their shitty albums. Which is precisely why Dave bought 
them. 


It happened a few months after the last time Dave saw James. They had just released their second album 
while Dave was grasping at scraps trying to rebuild his life. He remembered seeing a flyer in Oakland with their 
hideous logo and photo on it advertising some show across the bridge. Dave had ripped it off and shoved it in 
his pocket as a big fuck-you, but of course, like everything else, it backfired Later that day while in a drunken 
slump, he took out the crumpled poster from his pocket and spent at least ten minutes staring at it. The 
picture below the logo was of James and Kirk, leaning against each other and engaged in their playing. They had 
dumb smiles on their faces, James even had his arm around Kirk's neck holding him close to his body in front 
of the crowd. Dave wanted to cry at that moment- that should've been him. That was supposed to be him, 
him by James’ side, him in metallica. He missed James. He had to take another drink just to admit that. 


One thing led to another and the next day, he stumbled to the closest record store and bought their two 
records. He then went into the corner store again and purchased another bottle, this time vodka Dave didn't 
even wait for it to cool before shoving the bottle in his mouth and almost inhaling it. The sweet relief of 
alcohol came quickly enough and it subdued the bubbling shame he felt inside of him when he peered at the 
plastic bag with the two records inside it. It made it so that the shame became nothing more than a quiet 


whisper, so curiosity and longing took over instead. 


He remembers his hands were shaking when he opened the records. Ride The Lightning was first, Dave wasn't 
sure he could handle the other one just yet. His hands shook even more as he started the album and the 
music filtered into the room. The moment the title song came on, Dave felt his heart sink He couldn't deny it, 
the songs were good, they were better than good. They were fast and heavy and just so distinct that for the 
first time since ‘83, reality really sunk in. He was out of metallica, he lost James and everything he knew and 
there was no going back. At that moment, nothing mattered. His new album, his friends, his band, all of his 
progress felt like nothing compared to what he'd lost. 


The album ended and miserable would be an understatement to how he felt. The bottle of vodka was empty, 
not because he drank it all but because halfway through, he spilled it over himself with shaky fingers. At least 


he was nicely numb and the heartache in his chest didn't feel as immobilizing as it should. 


Maybe he should've swallowed his thoughts because when he grabs the record to stuff it away somewhere 
between his dirty clothes, his heart stops when he sees Kill Em All under it. He'd completely forgotten about it, 
or course. Between the vodka and the ruminations, he forgot that he didn't know if he had the guts to listen to 
it. He knew the songs by heart, he had spent a year playing his heart out on those songs, the hard part was 


going to hear James and Lars and Cliff playing those songs without him. Dave wasn't sure then if he could 
handle that. 


Eventually, he went through with it and grabbed the record from the table, taking his time to unwrap it and 
then feel it between his fingers. His thoughts still felt distorted from the vodka, so he ripped off the bandaid 


and put the record on and once again, the music filled the room. 


Once Ht The Lights started playing, Dave felt that same sadness from when James turned his back to him for 
the last time, and it rushed into every vein in his body uncontrollably. His limbs started to shake, his skin felt 
too cold suddenly even though his cheeks were flushed with drunkenness. He could hear his sober voice 


screaming at him in his mind, you stupid fucker, get it together! Or was that James voice? Doesn't matter. 


Somehow, he simultaneously didn't remember a single moment after the first song played but he also felt 
every note humming in his chest after the music faded away. He could hear the drums aligning to his 
heartbeat, the bass in his throat and James’ voice like a lullaby. It wasn’t soothing, no, it was the furthest 
thing from it. his regrets thrived on the sounds playing back in his brain and his past became something more 


than inanimate memories. 


At first, the memories were distant remains of laughter in LA after playing a show, then they became 
disagreements and fights and ugly scowls twisting into blurry faces. Then they became New York, the gritty 
greyhound, and California. All of them, equally heartbreaking. 


Then, it was James. James beside him on stage, in a bar, in front of him in that dirty room in Brooklyn, in his 
arms, pressed flush against his body, and then across from him walking away. That, Dave didn't have a name 


for. 


The rest of that night eventually oozed away into an alcohol-induced sleep. Luckily for him, it had been 
dreamless and when he woke up his head was pounding with regrets from last night. From that point, Dave had 


fallen into a vicious cycle he couldn't escape. 


Dave had never been one to be insecure. Sure, he had his moments, but he always bounced back quick and 
strong and his demeanor never fell. He made sure of it. But after that night, after finally facing his penitence, 
his hands started to feel shifty. He started going to the studio by himself, reeking of stale beer and his shirt 
on its third day of use. He listened to his album and the pride he felt just days earlier seemed to dwindle like it 


was never there. 


Not good enough You couldve done that instead. You're never gonna get anywhere with this. What happened to 
being heavier than them? The torment is endless and even though he knows his brain is playing tricks on him, 
he can't help but listen to them. That's specifically what brings him here tonight, not even in the studio but in 
his own room at one in the morning with no one but the bottle of whiskey from the clearance shelf to keep 
him company. That, and his new album. He presses play again right as it ends and the whole process begins 


agai n. 


Eventually, the night starts to blur out as the bottle drains. Dave manages to convince himself that his aloum 
is alright, no, that it's good, it's better actually. It's just as fast as he imagined it, it sounds just as angry and 
wrathful as he feels and the label liked it. His friends like it too, his bandmates like it, Dave likes it himself. The 
world will like it, they have to, he convinces himself. It's the only rational conclusion and that is all he needs to 
be content. But as he drifts off to sleep, he wonders if James will like it. 


Yes, | know that love is like ghosts 


Author's Notes: 
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December 30 1985, San Francisco 

It was a last minute thing for Anthrax to drop out of the show. James was the first to know when Scott 
called him to let him know there'd been an issue with their gear and they couldn't make it anymore. Only four 
days before. 


"Well, who the fuck is gonna play, then?" He had asked and he could already visualize Lars pulling at his hair. 


That's when Scott hesitated and then choked out a little laugh and James was almost sure he was scratching 


his head on the other line. 

"Yeah, so, um, about that." 

"Spit it out, lan" James groaned and drummed his fingers along the wall. 

"I got Megadeth to do it." 

James stayed silent. He could hear Scotts uneven breathing through the phone. 

"They were the only ones available at such a short notice." He squeaks out and James knew that was bullshit. 
They'd been partying the whole week, probably raked up a hangover for a good two weeks and it had never 
been a secret that Scott and Dave were still friends. James never cared, really, but he knows Scott just took 
the first available replacement and ran with it. 

"Hetfield? You still there?" Scott cleared his throat. 

"Yeah. Fuck Okay. Whatever, man. It's just a show. Talk later." He hung up quickly after that. 

That was two days ago. Today, James spent the entire afternoon at their place in El Cerrito, surrounded by 
the guys from Exodus and Metal Church. It was a nice break from all the touring and recording and traveling. 


Lars had just bought a new sound system so they all gathered up in the living room with beers and about 
twenty records lined up on the coffee table. Kirk was pressed close to him for most of the evening, talking to 


Lars until Cliff and Gary dragged him away for a game of cards. That's when Tom came over to fill in the 
empty seat beside him. 


"I got you the info." He says casually. 


‘Oh yeah?" James’ voice almost fades in the music. He tentatively glances around them, turning back to him 


when he makes sure no one's within earshot. 


"Yeah." Tom pauses. "| asked around. | still don't know why you don't want anyone to know that you asked, they'll 
find out anyway. | mean, how badly did he piss you off that you wanna sneak up on the poor fucker?" 


"What?" James blinks. And then he gets it. "No! No, I'm not going to beat him up, why the fuck would |?" 
"He talks shit about you guys all the time.” Tom shrugs, bringing the half-gone blunt to his lips. 


"And the sky is blue. | don't care, man. | just. | wanna know which places we gotta avoid. | don't wanna spend 


New Years in a cell" James huffs. Tom raises his eyebrow and his stare lingers too long. 


“Alright. Well, according to John, Dave's been staying in Soma He was at Zeitgeist last night, do what you want 
with that." Tom says. 


"Thanks, man." James offers a forced smile. 


"Course. Anyway, we were thinking about heading over to Oakland after the show" Tom starts to ramble on 
but James only pays attention to half of his words. His mind tries to keep up, digesting the main details even 
as some parts escape his attention Something about an address, 1519 Eucalyptus... next to that park with all 
those crackheads who.. remember that, James? James nods every so often, and Tom continues on and on 


That only works for so long before his mind fully strays away like it does after too many drinks, even if he's 
only had enough tonight to barely start to feel a flush staining his cheeks. He feels an urge in his body, it's 
strange and nagging and he would be lying if he didn't know the root of it. He's been trying to avoid that same 
urge for the past two days, pushing it to the back of his mind and when it showed resistance, he just equated 
it to a bad stomach ache. But it itches more insistently now, especially after his conversation with Tom. Dave's 
in town. He knows now where exactly and he knows he'll have to see him again, even if he told himself he didn't 
ever want to see him again. Fucking Anthrax . If they had their shit together, he wouldn't have to see Dave 
again, at least not yet. But fate has never been on his side, clearly. 


James can't escape his rumination whatsoever. Even as he's laughing with Tom, telling a story of his own, that 
same urge weasels itself to the back of his spine and claws onto his nerves. He's telling Tom about the time 
Kirk and him sneaked into a show in Europe, but his mind is stuck in a loop of what-ifs. And he does feels 
guilty about them as he speaks Kirk's name with fondness, as he pictures him in that Turkish venue with his 
borrowed Misfits shirt and the lights from the stage illuminating the shadows on his face. 


The guilt isn't strong enough, apparently, because James still succumbs to impulse. He checks the clock as he 
finishes his story and it's only 6 in the afternoon It's early but the sun's already set and he knows the wind 
will start to pick up soon, at least across the bay. James taps his fingers, and then his foot, and when that 
doesn't soothe the itch, he excuses himself when Tom's conversation starts getting stale with the weed, and 
slips out of the house. No one sees him, or maybe they don't care, so he stumbles to the bart station with 
just his jacket and enough pocket change for two tickets and then some. When he gets on the westbound train, 


his actions start to sink in and he can't breathe for a second. 


Why is he even on this train? James feels delusional, like a kid with a stupid crush on his bully. Except Dave 
isn't a bully and this isn't a crush, its not even attraction or something akin to that. No, he has something 

good with Kirk, this is just settling scores. He's just going to prepare himself for when he has to face Dave 
Tomorrow so he doesn't do anything stupid. That's what he tells himself the whole ride there. 


The Bart drops him off at the Civic Center station and it's only a few minutes walk to the outskirts of the 
Soma. It's chilly outside, probably a good twenty degrees lower than it was in the East Bay. James is thankful 
he didn't forget his jacket, it's probably the one smart thing he's done today. He shoves his hands into his 
pockets and speeds down the street, taking a left turn after a few blocks and seeing the Zeitgeist in the 


distance. 


James hesitates at the entrance. He didn't prepare anything. He doesn't know if he's gonna approach Dave at all, 
if he's just gonna watch him like some sort of stalker, he doesn't even know if Dave will be here again tonight. 

James doesn't even know if he wants him to be here tonight but if not, then what was the point of all of this? 
He has to see him, that's all he really knows, so he swallows the lump in his throat and enters the bar before 

his thoughts can stew any longer. 


The music is considerably tame, well at least the volume is. Dave had always complained about how loud some 
bars play their music, and then later in the night he'd turn up the volume on his amp to the highest setting. It 
definitely seems like the place he'd hang out at, so he wanders further inside. 


There's more people huddling by the bar than he initially saw. Most of them are in their 20's, listening to the 
cheesy hair metal and drinking. James lingers by the wall, scanning every group and quickly moving on to the 
next one when he doesn't spot orange hair. His hopes decrease every time his eyes land on another brunette 
or a woman with stringy blonde hair. He starts to tap his fingers against his leq and his foot against the 
concrete floor, everything but his anxiety running out. Maybe he should go home, maybe this is yet another 
sign that Dave is nothing but trouble and that anything that gets within a foot of him ends up in ruins. That's 
what Lars said, he hears the same old speech running through his mind, and he sees Lars face with his pursed 
lips scolding him and his finger swaying in front of his face. He's going to bring us down with him, Lars had 


always said. 


The urge feels like it starts to simmer down. He starts to feel like a dog with its tail between its legs and its 
ears drawn back and pushed against its head. Maybe this was a bad idea. At least he came out, he tells 
himself, at least he followed his gut and now he can peacefully ignore it if it comes back. It's getting late, 


anyway, and the Bart becomes all too unreliable anytime after nine. 


James contemplates grabbing a drink before heading out, whatever pleasant buzz he felt earlier is long gone 
after the subway ride and the snappy chill of the wind. He glances at the bar again to see if any of the crowd 
had dissipated, but his eyes don't fully make it there. Instead, his breath catches in his throat when he finds 
exactly what he had been both seeking and dreading. 


Dave is staring right back at him with wide eyes and his mouth pulled into the slightest frown, It feels like 
minutes toll by but James doubts it's even been a second, maybe two seconds by the time Dave's eyebrows 


crease into the middle of his forehead. He can't seem to hear the music or the background chatter anymore, 


just the loud rush of his bloodstream and the daunting heartbeat in his throat. 


James' shoes are stuck to the ground. His legs feel heavy like those times he wakes up in the middle of the 
night, his entire body paralyzed in fear except for his eyes which makes the entire ordeal all the more 
terrifying. And just like those experiences end abruptly, his paralysis becomes a flight reaction and James 
snaps his eyes away from Dave as soon as his muscles regain feeling. His legs feel like static, but they work 
now and they take him to a gloomy corner of the bar, a few seats away from a group of college-aged girls. 
The bartender is busy chatting with them, but James isn't sure if he wants that drink anymore. He bends his 
head forward, his hair falling into his face as he tries to pacify his racing thoughts. Why am | even here? 
What was | thinking? Kirk. You shouldn't be here. You shouldn't be feeling like this. Come on, Hetfield, get your 
shit together. Remember Kirk? Shit. Lars will be pissed if he finds out. If he finds out? 


He almost jumps when the seat beside him becomes occupied. James looks up, jerking his eyes away from the 
table and Dave is next to him. His posture is stiff, just like the corners of his mouth and he's looking right at 
him. He hasn't changed a bit, James thinks, not his wild hair or the intensity of his eyes. He finds himself 
wondering if his skin still feels as soft as it did two years ago. 


James sucks in a breath but the air is scarce around him. Dave's demeanor doesn't hold any danger like it 
usually does, he appears more bewildered than anything. James swallows the lump in his throat and he 
becomes aware of how dry his mouth became. Maybe it was all the second hand weed smoke from earlier, 
especially since Kirk blew it in his face one too many times. Or maybe it's the way James can feel Dave's body 
heat from where he's sitting, and it's not like it's even hot inside. On the contrary, it's a little chilly and Dave is 
even wearing a sweatshirt under his jacket, it's the same faded black as most of his clothes that make his 
hair stand out alluringly. How could he have missed that hair in the crowd? 


"You're just gonna stare, or what?" Dave speaks first, smoothly and controlled. 


James chokes on his tongue. What is he here for, again? He can't remember, not with Dave's eyes fixated on 
his. So he does, he just stares. 


"Hm. Long time, no see, right? What's it been, like two years?" Dave still sounds the same, with the same drawl 
to his voice that he feared he would someday forget. "And now we're gonna play civic center tomorrow. Just 


like the good ole days, huh?" 


With that, Dave's nonchalance shifts into a smirk that doesn't quite reach the corners of his eyes. It reminds 
James of the fights Lars and him would get into, how Dave would provoke him slowly like a cat until Lars 
erupted and their practice would blow over for the day. That's Dave- bad news, a madman waiting to pounce 
on whatever mess he can. What was he thinking coming here? James feels his cheeks turn hot, whether its 


from shame or anger or something entirely different, he's not sure. 


"Heard the new record the other day." James says tentatively, his eyes passively flickering to the table. Dave 
thrives with fights. He's not gonna give him one. 


"Yeah?" Dave cocks his head. 


James looks around, scanning the dimly lit bar for any onlookers. Once he's satisfied, he cautiously turns back 


to Dave. "Not too bad." 
"Oh. That right?" Dave doesn't even try to hide the smugness in his voice. 
"Just take the compliment, Mustaine." James clenches his jaw and Dave twists his mouth like a petulant child 


"| don't need any compliments from you, Hetfield. | know my record's good, hell, it's faster and better than 
yours." He scoffs. There's the Dave he knows. 


‘lm not here to fight, Dave. Maybe Lars likes to entertain you but I'm tired of this shit." James snaps. He 
glances down at the shabby tabletop, watching as his finger rubs over the old knife engravings in the wood. 


"At least Lars is straightforward. But you..what the fuck do you want then?" Dave insists. He can feel his eyes 
lingering on his face and when James turns back at him, he's surprised by how vulnerable he feels under his 
stare. It's as if the roles were reversed, as if it was Dave who seeked him out and tracked him all the way 


down to his grimy bar. 


"| need some air." James blurts out and stumbles out of his seat. He hears Dave sigh obnoxiously as he makes 
his way outside through the back door and once he's alone with his back pressed against the wall, he releases 
the breath he'd been holding for too long. He looks up and he can see the illuminated skyline in the close 
distance. The Transamerica pyramid sticks out in particular. It reminds him of all those drunken nights three 
years ago in ‘82- the sound of the amplifiers in the Waldorf and the sight of their friends in the crowd, some 


of whom he hasn't seen since they got back from Europe. 


The back door creaks open and if James didn't know Dave's stubbornness like the back of his hand, he would've 
been startled. He doesn't even have to turn over to know that it's Dave beside him, with his left shoulder 


pressed against the wall and his arms crossed over his chest. He can feel his eyes on him again. 


"What happened to killing me the next time you saw me?" Dave asks and most of the contempt is gone from 
his voice. So he also remembers their last encounter. Of course he does. James exhales again and turns his 


torso slightly towards him but he doesn't quite meet his eyes yet. 


"You're still holding onto that?" He asks flatly. 


"Well, it wasn't a particularly mundane goodbye. Dave sneers. James doesn't immediately respond and the 
abrasive sound of the traffic clings to the silence. 


"I shouldn't even be talking to you. Not after all the shit you did" He snaps and the traffic noise is pushed to 
the background again. 


"Then why are you?" Dave insists. James finally looks at him and he can't see Dave for the liability he is at all 
He sees him the same way he does in the occasional dreams he has about him, the ones he can't control even 
when he's sleeping next to Kirk. It's Dave back in that summer in Los Angeles, Dave with his arm pressed 
against him on stage, Dave laughing at some stupid joke he made with his arm around him, Dave next to him in 
that old car they took to New York but heading to the studio instead of the Greyhound, Dave pressing him 
against the door, Dave waking up besides him in his unmade bed, Dave at the airport with him, in Europe with 
him. But those were only cruel dreams, of course, and they drifted to the back of his mind when he woke up 


with Kirk's cheek on his chest. 


James isn't sure if it's the prolonged silence or his own impulsiveness, but he opens his lips with a shaky 
breath"! can't stop thinking about it.. You.. All that old shit." He says quietly, careful to strip most of the 


trepidation from his voice. 


Dave stares at him, his eyebrows drawn in as he digests his words. It takes him three seconds, James 


counted, and then an apprehensive frown forms on his face. 
"So what, the guilt's finally eating at you? Is that it?" His voice drips with unstable sarcasm. 


"l'm not sure." James confesses after an uneasy pause. Dave opens his mouth and then closes it again quickly. 
Whatever snarky response he had ready inside of him seems to die along with the fantasized screaming match 
he was surely building up to. He even adverts his eyes for a moment, scanning the bushes as if he could see 


anything other than dark shadows. 

"What do you mean you're not sure? Its a fucking yes or no, James." Dave snaps. 

"| don't know. It's been too long.! don't even know what the fuck I'm doing here." James begins to retreat and 
Dave can sense it. His shoulders cave into his body and he lets his hair fall into his face shielding his eyes 
from Dave. Dave almost panics, he knows how easily James shields himself from everyone, but he can't let 
that happen now, not before he gets more answers. 


| can help you figure it out." He offers reticently. James hesitates but he looks up to meet his eyes again 


Dave is tired of tip-toeing around and treading with apprehension and ruminating on every single decision he's 


made in his life. He only waits for James to focus on him, even as his fingers pick at the edge of his jacket, 


and then he leans in and kisses him. He feels James’ eyelashes flutter close against his cheeks and they feel 
like butterflies. On his cheeks, in his stomach, and James feels them too, but for him they feel like moths; 
ominous and daunting and dark Its strangely comforting. 


Dave's touch is peculiarly gentle, cusping James' cheekbone with his hand and allowing him time to pull away if 
he wants. But James doesn't even protest this time, it feels almost like an instinct, or a bad habit. He also 
doesn't kiss him back right away, he stands there frozen, inhaling Dave's unchanging smell and indulging in that 
sinful touch that he only ever revisits in guilty dreams. Only when Dave reaches up to tuck his hair behind his 
ear, James finally regains some sense and starts to move his lips with his. It's different from the other times, 
its been almost two years since he last saw him, so many things have happened since then but most jarringly, 
he's stone cold sober. Sober yet more idiotic than he's been in months. Dave tastes of alcohol but it's tame 
compared to the previous times, so maybe they're both just gone insane at last. That's the only thing that 
makes sense, James spent the past two years convincing himself that whatever happened with Dave back then 
was nothing but an inebriated mistake, a lapse of judgement, a phase, anything other than his own desire. And 
that the tender dreams that haunted him were nothing but nightmares. That's it, and that's how he decides 
it's going to stay. 


James gasps when Dave pushes him against the wall and presses himself closer to him. His lips are soft, his 
skin is warm, it's just like in his nightmares. He can feel his body heat sticking to him, the same way the pads 
of his fingers stick to his face. Dave's hand isn't even in his hair anymore, it's cupping the back of his neck, 
simultaneously pulling him closer and shoving him further into the wall. James can't help it when his hands 
reach up to Dave's bicep and he clings to him, his fingers melting instantly into his skin as if it had only been a 
day since the last time. Even with all of his guilt setting off alarms in his mind, he embraces that familiarity. 
He pulls and touches and when Dave grazes his teeth over his bottom lip, it becomes a struggle to paint him, 
his touch- all of this , as a nightmare. When he feels Dave's hand snake past his waistline, he loses almost all 
of his grip on the rope and that's when his breath catches in his throat and he pushes him away. 


Dave stumbles back a step, face flushed pink and his eyes darkened by his pupils. James assumes he looks the 
same, but maybe more breathless than him. 


"You can't keep doing that" James says. His voice is weak in every sense and he can barely look Dave in the 


eye. "We can't keep doing. whatever this is.” 

"You said that last time." Dave replies, too smug for James’ liking. 

"| said | didn't want to see you ever again" James counters and Dave scoffs. 

"Yeah? Look how that turned out." He chuckles. 

James wants to scream at him, the way he used to scream at him back in ‘BI when Dave got himself into yet 
another bar fight. He wants to throttle him, even, he'll wrap his hands around his neck just like Dave had 


earlier but with pressure, so much more pressure. Or maybe even a nice punch in the face would do, he can 


thrust his knuckles against his cheekbone where his fingers caressed him only moments earlier. He could do all 


of that- let out every ounce of pent up rage, but it wasn't Dave who came after him. It wasn't Dave who 
asked around for him for the past few days, it wasn't Dave who'd been ruminating the entire day and then 
ditched his friends to maybe find him here. And it wasn't Dave who spent two years wrapped up with Kirk 


after walking away from him. 
James sucks in a breath. 


"| gotta go. I'll see you at the show tomorrow." He mutters and pushes past Dave, lightly grazing his shoulder. 


Dave doesn't say anything, he only leans against the wall and watches James hurry around the corner. 


James keeps his head down as he heads back to the Bart station. Alone and cold and sober, he remembers 
exactly why he loves booze so much. He can't stop replaying the past twenty minutes, not by counting to a 
hundred, or going over their set list for tomorrow, or even by thinking about Kirk waiting back home for him. 
James wants to claw at his brain. It had been more than a year since Dave last overwhelmed his thoughts so 
intensely, more than a year of progress that's gone to shit within the span of minutes. He had grown 
accustomed to seeing dark curls on the stage beside him instead of ginger ones, of hearing soft-spoken jokes 
instead of crude chortles, of feeling warm security instead of addictive desire. He even started to consider 
telling Lars about what was going on between Kirk and him, but now he starts to reconsider. And all of that 
before they even play the show tomorrow. 


